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| To the Right Hinds 
8 e and MONTGOMPRY, * 
2h Lord, 8 


Hen an Univerſal Cert a POT the 
Kingdom, and the Peace which every Manenjoys, be- 


1 


comes dreadful to him; when Mens Minds in this dead calm 


of State, are as buſie, as) tis fear'd, the hands of ſome wou d be in 
the Tempeſt of a Battle, to ſee 2 Peet Plotting in his Cha <A 
quite another way, painting faſt as vigorous Fancy can inſpit 
him, drawing the paſt World, the prefent, and to come, in 
narrow ſpace, is an Image not unworthy a grave Man's Cod. 
templation. It is the buſineſs of poor Poets to be the diver hon 
of Mankind; pleaſure is their being. TrhiakT may call S 
the Miſtreſſes of the World; e. if 
?ris eaſie to prove their Gallants very brut for they generally 


loath them as ſoon as they are enjoy d: the beft of em come 


under the ſevereſt laſh of the greateft Men; nay, the leaſt v if 
be ſhooting their Bolts, and when the Maſtiffs.worry * 
little Curs will be barking; che whole World e 

every daring Poet that comes forth, Mate expect 7 0 


Almanac Hero, all over Wounds. For my den n ave; ro 


ſo harſhly hand''dby ſome of em, that my -Coprage quite 


me; nor would I now appear in Print, but under the bro 


tection and Patronage of your Lordſhip. Your Uluftrious Fore- 
fathers, and indeed all your Eminent Relations,” have always 
been of the Firſt-rate Nobility; - Patrons of Wit and Ar 
magnificently brave, true old. ſtampt Britains, and ever fore- 
moſt in the Race of Glory. Not to untavel half 1 your Honour- 


able Records, I challeas allthe be You of Fache, to ſhow, an 


Equal to the Immortal San) when o mafy conrempo- 


rary Worthies flouriſh'd, po mean Sic Philip, the Name ſtill of 
your Lordſhip, true Rival of your Honour, one that cou'd 


: —_— your Spirit, ſo moſt entravagantly great, that he re. 
ſus'd to be a King, He was at once a Cſar anda gil the lead. 


ng Souldier,. and the foremoſt Poet, all after this muſt fail: 


OO puſh d the Commendation. 


* Earl of PB. 


granted, I am fire 


ix 1 juſt Veneration to his Name, and methinks 1 ; : 
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| The Fpiſele Dedicatory. 


0 


That there are in your Lordſbip all theſe Excellent Grains 
P which made this Perfect Man, I think my ſelf bound by reaſon 
| to tell the World, which to my particular obſervation and cer- - | 


tain knowledge has done you wrong. I muſt acknowledge, 
that your boiling Youth has made great Salleys ; and ſo did 
Alexander, and our Great Fifth Henry: Your Spirit complains - 
as Alexander's did, for Action, who grudg'y his Father's Con- 
_ queſts, as if his Soul was pent, and wanted Elbow-room, re- 
{olv'd to go Abroad o're Walls, if not thro Doors: and Men 
of Senſe laugh at your preciſe Fellow, your Cynick in a Tub, 
ho thwarts the courſe of Nature, and is never pleas'd, but 
when he ſees grey Hairs upon a young Head. If to be truly 
Valiant, ev'n in cold Blood, Magnificent as the old Nobility, 
infinitely Charitable, modeſt as Humility it ſelf, the faſteſt 
Friend upon Earth, where your Lordſhip is pleas'd to fix the 
Honour; if theſe Ingredients can compound one admirable 
Man, then may your Lordſhip ſtand forth a Monument of laſt- 
ing Honour. Perhaps for this I ſhall incur the notion of a Flat- 
terer: Flattery indeed is a Catholick ill, it paſſes through the 
World, and ſuits with all Complexions : *Fis an inſinuating 
Toyſon, a Jeſuits Powder, which ſeems ta intend the Cure of 
the Diſeaſe it promotes; Iam confideat, . all thoſe who have 
the honour of your Lordſhips Acquaintance,will tell me I have 
Aid too little. Let it ſuffice, that I imitate the beſt of Poets 
in a ſhort but hearty Acknowledgment of my Obligatioas to 
RE... eo ⁰ j / c to. 
Therefore I hope, as your Lordſhip's Great Uncle ſhone upon 
the mighty Ben. with a full Favour, (tho my beſt Merits are 
| | . the ten thouſand part of his ſmalleſt Labours ) your Lord- 
B : . goodneſs will accept of my honeſt Intentions, 
N which to your Lordſhip's Service ſhall ever be humlby offer d. 
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PROLOGUE, Written by Mr. Did Y 


* 9 | 


a Ie 


* unhappy Mon, who once har traitd OBESE 

Lives not to Pleaſe himſelf but other aſs EO neg <p 

1 always drudging,” maſts his Life and Blood,  '* . 

Ter only. cats anddrinks what you think gol: 

. What praiſe ſoe're the Poetry dæſerve,; 3 boy” RS”: 
: Tet every Fool can bid the Poet r Rlarve p et TY 

That fumbling Lecher to revenge is bent, EN 3 

Becauſe be . 5 himſelf or Whore is „ . 

Name but à Cuc told, all the City ſwarms QAO IVE oo, 

Fron Leaden-hall zo  Ludgate 7 is in Gwe... f LG 

Where there no fear of Antichiift for ol] 2 emi nn 

- In the bleſt times poor Poets live by chance. OE ny Ons 

Either you come not here, or as you grace © NE nt 

x * 


| Some old Acquaintance, drop into the place, 
he Careleſs and qualmiſh with 4 yewning Face... 
: Vu fleepore * Wit, and by my troth . | 3 
8 - Moſt of your Talents lye another way. 2 ES 8 
You love to bear of ſome prodigious Tate. ent] 8 
e Bell that toll d alone, or Iriſh Whale. | „ 
8 News is your Food, and you enough — hs DET 
. Both for your ſelves and all theWorld beſi de. VV 
One Theatre there is of vaſt reſort V 
|  WhichWhilcome of Requeſts was calPd the Court. ee e bed oO 
DE But now the great Exchange of News *tis hight, © i 
Ana ſull of hun and buzz from Noon till Nibte 
3 Up Stairs and down you run 4s for a Race. IF 3 
| And each man wears three Nations in his Face. 
Jo big you look, tho Claret you reirentb, | . BE 
EE That arm'd with bottled A ou bu the French - 5 | „ 
2 But all your Entertainment A Us rants 5 5 
8 F Villains, in our own dull Hand bred - . | 
ould you return to us, we dare ingage > e 
* - To fhow you better Rogues „ om ont ron 4 
1 Tow know no Poiſon but plain Rats-bane ber. 
Death's more reſin d, and better bred . * g 3 
They have a civil may in Italy e Wo 
5 Fueling 4 perfume to make 700 a 0 * 75 EY oft da Wn 
A Trick would make you lay your Snuff box by. 
Marder's a Trade fo known ard prallird there, 
Mat tis Infallible as is the Chair e 
Zut mark their Feaſts, | you ſhall behold ſuch Pranks OS : 
The yo foe a ut tis rhe Devil gives N 5.5.7 A SE 
Marks : 


| 6 


* 


Wai 


z * 
7 
f 
l 
: 
\ 
: 
* 
; 
A 
8 


[1 
M — 
” * W 
4 


| Adorna . Kinſan | 


Attendan ts ; Cc. 


%. 


ramatis P 


co Bt den d. E . 
r 


Machiavel, Secretary of Fir. Mr. Smith. 


Paul Orſon, Head of the F actions. Mr. cine. 
againſt Borgia. | 


Ado Jer xa, A Buffon Cardinal. Mr. Lee. 


4 nellozo, | Chief of. the Pill 5 if. Percival | 
Enna, 5 


Ange, 


Cardinals, exc. 


Bellamira | Daughter of 92 Ms. Lees. <3 
Mrs. Price. ; 


- and n 
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TIT? Seb NE i 


4 PERS * 


Saen ia Chamber of State, at din ance are + diſcovered. little American | | 


Boys with Boxes of Fewels intheir hands; on bach fide of the Stage, 
from the ſtut Scene to the chu, n Indi ian Serenes are 118 at 
their full — 3 


E nter Alonzo, ond. Don Michael. 


D. Mich. 
3 New Cardinal A /camso Sforza? 1 - 
Along. They are; he offers thus to Mei, 
And thinks that Gold may brihe hy ko N 

The Duke F But, Michael, tell me 

What does the World report of this Creation, 1 

Does it not rail, and grin, and bite the Pope? 
D. Mich. Has i it not Reaſon? For, betwixt our ſelves; © RPE: 

Would any Man in his high Dignity. . „ 7 

So vilely ſell the Glories of the Churc )))) 

Twelve Cardinals at once created ! _.. 

Aſcanio firſt, becauſe he bids him moſt : 


A fine effeminate Vill iin, hred in Brothels )))). 
Senſeleſs, illiterate, the ear of — , 


" - 
* 7 
* 


A blot to the whole See! One fitter far. „ 

For Hoſpitals, that paints and patches up, 3 
A wretched Carcaſs worried in the Stews. s. 
But, ſee! the gaudy Pageant moves this way: EE 


How ſpruce he looks! and with a Pocker-Glaſs | | 3 2 NY f 


Surveys the gloating Image. „ 5 5 
Along. All Luxury : Le en OV abt At RD 1 


I heard, the night ſucceeding - his ieee TR Ig 


That he got drunk, and kife'd x the Prelates round 


For ag eo he comes; retire and leave me. 0 D. M6 5 A 


7 Ix} « 


191 77 2 #& 2 
Enter. Aſtanjo Stora ri bie l ein 


9 Well, Burkio, well! I Ilam not revong 4! 0 4510 * 
"es there none elſe i in Rome, but W Fo Bit vil 


* „ _ 
— ” ; —3 PETER 
* © . 8 | 


i ; 4. 
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RE theſe the Preſents, fayſt rho of the late 7 


- 


Wn 
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„ AR BORGTA. „ 
Ah Bella, Bella, Bella, Bellamira! 79 


4 


„ 
38 — 
hel — 


Iſaw her firſt at Maſs, as I remember; RR age : 
[ Cherubin and Seraphin were nothing to her: | 
| Oh ſuch a skin full of alldring fleſh! ©: * . 
| Ah, ſuch a ruddy, moiſt, and pouting Lip 4. 


Such Dimples, and ſuch Eyes ſuch melting <A) FE 
Blacker than Sloes, and yet they ſparkld ite, eee 
Then ſuch a way ſhe had to — ne 
Lit As thus, and thus — a thouſand" amorous ways; _- . 
And wink and gloat, and turn em to the corners. nn 
Noble Lord} 0 . 
1 Aſcan. My dear, my dear Ans ny nt : 
Nay, let me greet thee : twas the Father's Cuſtom. | * 
dio ell me, lovely, dear Aloned, A 15 . 
I Thou haſt the ſofteſt fine Complexion 8 EE ea 
A Lover; beſt take heed of walking late 
Fell me i ſay, ol will pinch thy Cheek ? OR, 
Mores he this wa or does he teem alone 


rr — — 
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With ſome ſtate irth ? if fo, TH wait agen. £ V 
Alonz. "Whom does your Eminence LOSS a EEO 
Aen. Thy Lord : E AA | 
Whom ſhould 1 mean, intend, or tik of elle 5 | 
Thy Lord and mine. Well he's an Oracle! intend „ : 
Why Man, I dream of nothing ak? WET WELSH 
Alons. But Wenches | 1 
Aſcau. O Machiavel ! there, there 84 wordJa oY SHS 
An Air, a blaſt, a Thunder clap of wit, SENT EP l 5 
Jo rouſe out Foggy MEU . TETRE ST. 
Fi:ay no more Would be were Fope,. ð i 
Head of the Chriſtian World, and I his P 


His particular member, to bring, to caſt, bt 7 FFF 
Io throw, diſperſe, convey the warmeſt . 
Sptinklings of his benediction. & op ren 
An. My Lord, I humbly. offer'd your | Addrets, EET IS, 

While with an Eye, ſwift as the Sun and piercing, 
He ran your Letter re: and ſure it ffirr'd him; 
For ſtrait he turn d, and darting me, he ak- © 
If the great Cardinal, meanin you, my Lord, *. ee, eee 
Which ſhews the deep reſpect he bears your Perſon,” . 

Knew not that Borgia was his beſt c 

Borgia, he cry d again, to whom the Lors jt 
Of Horence ſent me theit Ambaſſadouurt | 


Wich promis'd aid againſt the Rebel O7/ino. . „ 
Aſcon. Has he receiv'd.—ſtay, I ſay, has he ? here, i” 
- Open * ook now s faſt, and tell. IG 8 r, 


% * „ > 


— — 


But, bowing, ſoon retit d, add plac'd em has, ; 1285 A 
̃ That as he follows, he may view at once, . e eee 
All your Magnificence it ought of Earth e 
His Tanner — this Daus will difolye it it: WE SOnP. yo 


The Deaths of thoſe whom I intend to hu ft. 
O, Cſar Borgia ſuch a Name and Nature 15 Fo - 5 


A Prince! who, by the Vigor of his Brain n : 


. T haye not found a Temper ſo complet. 


Firſt; he's a Baſtard, got in 3 Fit of Nature!!! 3 * 
She ſhook him from her Nerves in « Coupilifon ; FFV 


And raking frown d 8 8 


His Image bleſt, and cry d, it is my own. 8 Ty r SE 1 
Let more, a Prieſt begot him, and tis thought ER ib oo xo 


Nothing to Nr he Ee CNT ͤ PR 10 


Alone. I aut not name your Preſents : 5 8 


But ſee! He comes; be pleas d, Sir, to retire, e 
And you ſhall hear the Zeal with which [ſerve you F 


5 . Machiavel. FE 


Mach. Thus We thePlatform of their Fares; „ 
As oft I have beheld, by Maſters hands, Ne fo ro a rhe gs eee m— 
A Tale in paintin admirably told; SEE LK f 5 
Here a ſoft * Dido Ttabb'd into the Breaſt, „„ 


A Hero there thrown headlong from a Window, - Nr ear 1d Soph 


| To meet her Lover wrack'd upon the Shore: 


So have I form'd in more than Braſs or Ma 28 


That is my ſecond ſelf; a Machiave/)/᷑ĩêiUd0 


Shall riſe to the old height of Roman Bae „ „ 
Along. He deeply thinks; nor dare 1 ape him, VVV 3 

Till he comes forward. Fong, ox 
Aſcan. Peace, and give him way —Q' ſucha Besdptere 
Aach. In all my fri& Enquiries, all the Humours 

Which I have Arab with more than e TR F 


* b : 


To finiſh ſorth a Greatneſs as my Ceſar's. 0 - 


: 
7 


His Father ſtampt the Bullion in a het. 


That Earth is more oblig d to Ptieſts for Bodies, Conch tk, Pens 

Than Heav'n for Souls nay, Lg 2 e Piel to, FFF 

Perhaps in the Embraces of a Nun e . 3 

Who ventur'd Life to claſp the luy Joy. e 
Aſcan. Oh, if a Man could but hear SP; now ban, al Dian, 

Alas, Alonzo; we are Stuff to him 04 7 3 FE ol 

Meer Entrails, but che Guts of Government, Fog — 


Mach. Why, What a ſtart of Nature is this Man 8 3 Cage 
WE by e not by 1285 TY N 35 ͥͤ ĩ ¼¾)i I, 


£1 c ESR BORGIA. © 
| Therefore Aſcanio's nem golden World, © | 
I gravely take, for Ruin to the Bride,  - 
To her old doting Father, Brothers, Uncles ; 
And the whole Race of Orfin and Vitel _ 
Is fixt by Fate and me: No more ! the fleeting Air 
May catch the ſounds, and walls themſelves have ears. "© „„ 
Alonz. My Lord! the Cardinal Aſcanio [coming forward and bowing. 
Is planted to your Order. Le Ed 
Mach. Let him hear us ——— 
Urge me no more, —— for tis impoſible 
Along. My Lord, he thinks not ſooꝛ 
He ſays your Voice is as the Mouth of Heavn 
Stiles you a God, and in the extravagance 
Of his unbounded admiration, ſwears 
Nothing to you can be impoſhble 
Mach. Extravagance indeed! 
\ Yer ſuch extravagance expreſſes love, 
And merits all my thanks: and had he mention'd. 
- Qughr but the ruin of my beſt of Friends, — 
I would wich all the Wings of expedition 
Have ſhot thro' a thouſand bars to do him ſervice. 
- Alonz. My Lord! he does not hint at Borgias ruin. | 
Mach. Does he not wiſh that I ſhould break the Nuptials? 
Tis ſure the Marriage I at firſt diſlik'd; e 
I pierc'd the Charmer with a narrow Eye 8 
N And found how Wit and Beauty threatn'd in her, 
Wich all the ſubtleſt Graces, that might lull 
Stubborn Ambition to inglorious Reſt: _—_ 
But Love already bad perform'd his part, 
And laid the Warring Borgia at her Feet. 
How then ſhould I oppoſe bis-firft Enjoy ment; 

Who was his Legate, and ſollicited + ; 
The Parents of the beauteous Bellamira, 
Atenz. At leaſt Sir, for the future, lay ſome Block ' - 

That may diſturb the Progreſs of their Loves; | 
And fince you have alledg'd tis for his Glory © 
This Marriage were undone , fince it is done, 
Let it be hurtful in the Conſequencgde. 
Mach. Thus I ſhonld prove indeed a Friend to Forence. 
Who hate Or/inv's Race: Nay, I ſhould at | 
The trueſt part of Friendibip-to my Borgia... 
 Snatching this Soft'ner from his War- like Boſom, -- 
And turning him new bent, for Arms and Glory — | 
Ha! What new Scene of Gallamry is this; h 
Whenee, and from whom comes this Magnificencs 


- 


- Beheld and lov'd her. 


ä 


l EAR 90 


| And wherefore kneel theſe Offerers at my Fegt: : 


Anz. They are the Children of the new-found World, 4A 5d 
The Forms of Zemes,, call'd the Indian Gods. LE 1 
Mach. Away with em, and bid em tell ber Lad. Be 
MachjavePs Virtue never ſhall be brib'd ; 3 
ä or their ſervice give em twenty Crowns? | i TAY 5 HEE 
deen thou darſt 10d 'em of « wang, e Fae Gr 
You know my Humour never ſee me more. | 
Alomæ. Douht not, my Lord, but Ell obſerve your Humour. 
Come in, my Lord 1 told you he would „ 
Sir, the great Cardinal. So now they crings T's 
What, and embrace too! Oh thou damm d, Jane's World. 
Theſe 8 be heard, and make your Stateſmen ſmil ee. 
When Orphans, Widows, and = crippled Souldiers _ 
Are elbow'd off, and thruſt away in Frowus. { Ext. — 2 
Mach. My Lord, you make me wonder! Sure you've 
In Love your ſelf with old O-7/ino's Daughter! | 
Aſcan. Lov'd her, my Lord! witneſs theſe falling Tears | 5 * 6 22 
Why do you thaw my Nature with your 1 __ 
Witneſs bright Stars! Witneſs your golden Flaners ! | 
And all oods, and all ye purling Streams; 
And Birds 7 — Flocks, and Grots, as Rocks, and: Flonrs! | 
Nay, Sir, I tell you, ſhe was mine betroth d, | 
If I could caft m Coat, which had been done, 
For nothing tickles the preſent Pope like dere; 
Dazles him chat he weeps Indutgences, - . 
Forgives, abſolves, all for Omnipotent Gold ; - 
Diſpenſes Pardons ſometimes in a Fury, 
He ſends his Bulls abroad that roar like Thander: 
When ſtrait a Golden Calm | 
Comes o re their Backs, and then they e ſtill as Lambs; 
Why ſhould I hold you long amongſt the reft, 
That ſaw her e that unlucky Baſ tar. 
I, my Lord, was ruin d. 
Mach. My Lord, I Wiſh the Marriage may not mn 
He's bent to " her, and in that 1 Tooth m: is THR 
For ſubtly offering once to bring him off. 4 # 
Foe N in el ike Death. ON EN ng, 
| ereon I teign'd compliance, and have wrought 5 25 (ER 
The Buſineſs to a head But let time work, TT 
And reſt aflſur'd, that what ſo mean a Man e 
As Machiave! with honour can perform, ne LO hh 4 


Io pay you perfect Service ſhall be done e * 


| ſcan, My Lord! farewel ken 1 LY 
Er n by the 208 of fair 8 EE at 1 


* p , 
a 
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6 CASAR BORGIA. 
My Life is yours: Believe I am your Servant, 
Not a Step further by my Robe ] your Captive, | 1 
YourEminence moſt humble Creature, Servant, Slave. Ex. Aſcania: 
Mach. I am ty'd for ever. [ Walking. 
No dull Buffoon ! thou walking lump. of Luſt ; 
Not to revenge thy ungor'd Appetite 
Shall Borgia kill her: But for his own Renown : 
b He is my Champion Prince, Italian Tyrant, 
11 Not form'd to languiſh in a Womans Arms. 
It Oh tis a Fault, were I ſo fram'd for greatneſs, 1 
1 Ere I would amble in a Female Court, 
118 And cringe, and skip, and play the Ladies Cripple, ; 
Hl | would be Gibbeted i'ch* Common-way, 
[138 For Crows and Daws to peck my Carrion Limbs. 
But I muſt rouze him, and Þ11 dot by Death, 
it | | Ev! n by the 8 Death of her he ats on. 


Enter Adorna. 


Here s one Ingredient 1 muſt mix to make | 
The Potion Death — —< The Wretch is deep in Love 
=_ With Borgia's Brother, the young Duke of Gandia, 
= That way I make her ſure! 

1 Ador. My Lord.  - 
| | 1 Mach. My dear Adorna, . 
1 How goes the the Marriage forward? and how tteats 
48 The Gallant Borgia, great Va/cnrenors, | 
|  _- Romania's Duke his fair and Virgin Bride? 
it 3 Ador. The Rites are to be ſolemniz'd this Morning; 
| Tho* Bellamira quite abhors the Marriage, 
3 Who ſtill when Borgia humbly ſues for Love ;. 
1 . Anſwers him with Tears, and pays his Vows - 
1 With Ominous Weeping. | 
5 Mach. And how takes he that? | . 
1 Ador. He walks and muſes deeply, ſpeaks to no Man, 17 
1 But Paul Or ſino, whoſe moſt watchful Wit 
ear deſcries where ſhe has lockt her Heart; 
1 With a bent Brow he eyes the Duke of Gandia, 
Ht - | Salutes him not of late: He came this Morning 
Iz] o her Chamber; dreadful was his Action, 
1 Unworthy of my Blood, he thundred out 5-. 


we But if the generous Borgia is refus ds! 
A Think not of Gandia, but of Blood and Death. E N 
8! 1 What inauſpicious Chance diſcovers. to him 


© 


* 
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A ſecret, which I thought conceal'd fron all, 
But thee and me, and thoſe unhappy Lovers? 

Ador. 1 cannot gueſs; he paus d a while, then en, 
And ſtarting up in fury charg d her riſe: 
Receive, he cry d, receive him as a Husband 
Wbom the ſelected vertues of thy Sex 
Can ne're deſerve, adorn thee like a Btide, Is 
And meet him, tho thy Treacherous heart is Mong 
Meer him ar leaſt with well diflembled Love, 
Or by my hopes, III wreke my anger on thee, 
With all the Torments that Ira/zan Fury,” 
ould ere invent for an Adulterous Wretch: 


3 l 


"Pts cry'd I will, and after make thee nothing. 


Mach. Haſte thee away! charm with thy "We Fall 
The mourning Ballamira, to obey him: | 
The knot once ty'd, Gazdia will ſoon 8 
Leave me to work him then: Millions to one 
But J ſhall make him thine. 
Ador. But did Duke ef Gandia once toteſt 3 
Mach. Prateſt! He did proteſt, and ſwear, and vow. 
Go, go, and haſte! for he day grows upon us. 
His Brother too! this Duke of Gandia b 8 . 
For he is grown of late the Romans 3 2 
Warm'd in the very Boſom of the Po 8 
And dearer than my Borgia to his Si 4 
The famous Lucrece, who can charm her Father | 
In all the heat of Excommunications, 
When he throws Bulls, like Thunderbolts about him, | 
She like a Venus to his angry Fove _ 
Moves with inceſtuous Fires, folds her white Arm 
About his chafing Neck, ſtrokes his black Beard, 
And ſmooths his furrow'd Cheeks to dimpled ſmiles; 
The Brothers too enjoy'd her. O Heav'n, and Earth ! * 
Not the fiſt day, after ſuch infinite time 
That Motion had th? irregutar matter rowid „ 
When all the wandring Atoms hit at laft, f hs | 
Into this beauteous form, even when our e 4 
PFirſt mingled, was there ſuch a looſe of Nature, 
Such a triumvirate of Lawleſs Lovers,” 
Such Rivals as out-do even Laciams Gods! N 
Ha! the Or /in: here and RFA foe ER 
They move this way in murmuring E 
Methinks Death darkens every Viſage there. 4 
Tis ſo They are no more Or this is a. ix 
Or Machieve/ knows nothing * n, Ex. 
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CESAR BORGIA 


Ener Orfino, Vitellozzo, Aſcanio, Adrian, Rum, Ange, three 
| Cardinal Oliverotto, Gravina. 


Vitel. 1 foy agen, I 40 not like the Marriage, 
Were Bellamira mine, I'd ſell her off 
For Gold, Fd merchandize her tender Beauty 
With Infidels, and ſend her to the Turk, © 
Like an Andomada, to Gorge the Monſter, 
Rather than to wed her to perfidions Borgia. 
Orſin. Lou are too violent. 
Vitel. 1 think not fo: 
A drowning man will graſp at any ching. 
- Nay, fink his Freind that ſeap'd amon the Waves 
To give him life: but you tho in the Gulph, f | 
Ride on to Ruine, tho your Freinds call our. | 
Ang. Nay, though they point the Whirle- t Jult before you, 
That would devour us all. 
3 Beſides tis Impious, 
gainſt all Right of "Nature, Law of "PD" By 
75 act the Tyrant o're a Daughters Will. 
Aſcan. She knows the Cruelties of Ceſar Borgia, 
Has heard his Rapes and Murders! Mercy on me! 
How did he uſe the -> ug: Venetian Lady? 
He forc'd her in a Wood, nay in a Ditch, 
As I am credibly inform'd by ” hoſe 25 
That heard her ſqueak, in a Dry-Ditch deflowr'd her! 
Add yet to this, my Lords, How, when the French, 
At ſacking of a Town, broke open Nunneries, | 
Nile truſs at leaſt 40 the pretty'ſt Rogues, 
The Tendereſt qu n never rok up! 
All ſpotleſs Maids, like Buds ne're blown upon, 
Nor touck'd even with the Tip of any Finger, 
And kept em for his Letcher. | 
Or ſiu. Methinks my Lord Aeanio! my. Lord of 2 
Or my Lord Cardinal, more Moderation „ 
Mould better fit a Man of your Profeſſion? = 
I would not come to the old Argument, 
For then we claſh : Borgia is now my Son; 
Therefore I pray once more forbear to tax him; 
The Theme is great and worthy that we mention, 
KNonania s Duke and Nephew to the Pope. : 
Aſcan. Prithee, old Paz/ : Prithee now ben't ſo hor: 
Good Reverend Gray-Beard: if you'l name his Greatvels, 
D dim Tight, ev'n as his Holineſ ah 
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n BOR G14 95 PFs. 
Has oh kum to the World without a bluſh, - 1 r 
| His natural Son, his Nephew or his By-blow, thats, e 

In ſhort old Paul, his down right Baſtard, B 


Or fin. Without a Bluſh: Should I ſtand vp the Chan 

Of abſent Borgia, and unravel thee, _ a 

I tell thee, Prieſt; thou Scandal to the Alf, 8 1 

Thy Front, thy Eyes, thy Lips, each part of thee 7 

would bluſh with Scarlet deeper than thy Robe. < 7 "2 | 
Aſcan Peace Dotard, Peace: | 7 f pu 25 

] ſay old ſtutrering Paul, thou'lt ha the worlt 0 on t: 


| —_— 1 7h Peace Dotard. 


ey Forbear: my Lord, Ramember!. 

Orſin. How dares he thus rovoke moe? 
Who knows, yet urges me, knows in his heart WENT I 
How I have peirc'd into his deepeſt Thoughts, 

Have had Intelligence of all his Vices, EE 
Ev'n of his cloſ > darkeſt Deeds of Luſh e 

And dar ſt thou call me Dotar'd > Saucy Church man 
Thou that gav'ſt Whores Indulgences for Sin; r 
So rank, that he frequents the common Stews; 2, a Bredg bY 
For a new Face would ive his Scarlet Coat - Do er ks, a2 +, 
To make the Strumpet fine. „C 

Ov. My Lord, Conſider where, tombom, of — | : 

nd what it is you utter? 
Orſin. Place me, ſome Power, 
Upon Saint Peter's Vane, the very Ball, 
And turn my Voice to Thunder, that I may. + 1-7 ders th I 
Lay open to the World the Helliſh ads B 
0 4625 8 8 3 te Font = 
can. Spit, ſpit thy Venom; „my, him our wich' I 

Mark how "i * now; by my Ho — . in _ 5 
I have nettled him; Poor b Finty the ld Fool— Wk" 
Aſcan. Then Prieft, let me demand thee, _ e 

Is not the Cupping-Glaſs that burns thy Luft, 
And draws thy riſing Gall to ſuch a Bliſter, - . 
My Daughter's — and loathing of thy Reber „ EE 
Ha! is' po that? 1 think Pre ſtung you, Cardinal? . - "il 
Worſe than the Neapoli Pox you gave Tv PE ed Pe E- 
Our Roman Harlots— | * . = 
- Aſcan. Why how now, Pax, what doſt thou grow 00 

Mouth'd now? by my Holy Dame, had I a Sd 
Ic fark thee, Orin —— 1d ſo Whip thee; Pau, . 

0 flaw's and ſcourge thee, thou ſhouldiſt eat chy Words. „ 

The Fox why, how now? ha! the Pox Halt! 77770000000 


10 4 | CAESAR BORGIA. 


|  B:yond their Qualicies, we dread his Dealing, 


The Pox to me! let me come at him hah! 
Orſin. Ha! wilt thou fight? 


Vitel. Did ever Fury run to ſuch a height! 
Why, my Lord Cardinal, know you. this Oy 


And] how * tis privileg d? ib 


Aſcan. My Lord, I am ſilenc d. 


So forward Prieſt! by Heav'n III ſhave your Crown; TY of 
Stand back and let me mow this Poppy off . . 
This rank red Weed that ſpoils the burches Con. . 


An eaſie Man made up of Parience, 11 Ae 4 


No Gall in me! give me thy Hand Old Paul: 


Henceforth ware Friends, and as a Freind I'll tell thee, 


Ev'n from my Heart, TIl tell thee what I think: 


Thou art bewitch'r, 'Old Paul, beſotted, fool d 


This Son. in. Law of thine has ſeal'd thine Eyes, 
And fhortly I ſhall ſee thee walk the Streets | 
With a Dog and a Bell — nay -— prithee be not t angry, 


For tis in love; T'l1 tell thee of a Dotage, 


And fo your ſervant noble Virelazes, 


Anga and Enna yours — Farewell, my Tons 


And laſtly thine whoſe Neck is in the s 


Old Woodcock, 0r/in. 8 5 [ Exit Cardinal, 


D. Gravin. I am not us'd to fear, 


But yer mechought Aſcanio's. laſt Words 
Mere dreadful to my Ears. 


Orſin. J have engag'd 5 
My Daughter, Lite and Honour, nt alt my Fortunes 


For the Duke's Faith, and the Security : TY 


Ot every Perſon bere; why ſhould we doubt him ? 

Have we not ſeen his Labour in this Matter? 
Four Thouſand Dockets, given us down in Hand, 1857 
With an Aſſurance of our former Pay; 
Nay more, he binds himſelf not to conftrain - 

Any one of us to appear in Perſon 


Before him, but who pleaſes of himſ- af: Darth 57 


Therefore let ms intreat you clear your Brains, 
Meet all this day together at the Marriage, 


And pay him as he merits faithful Homage. 


Vitcl. There's ſomething here fore-bodes, in ſpite of wy 
The Muſick that he makes, a harſh Conclufion, + - _ : 


Or ſin. For ſhame no more! the very Fears of Children, wy 5 BY 


Becauſe he gives our Friends Allowances, 
And honours them with Charges, Governments, 


And ſear he means co draw our Faction from us. 


© | _FVitel- 
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| CAESAR BO RGI Et * 
Vitel. Henceforth fay what you will, do what you wy ©. 
Since to your Intereſts I am link'd by Fate : 6 
I will no more oppoſe your ſpecious Reaſons. 1735 e 
But inſtantly go wait upon the Duke. Trun pete. 
Orſin. This day to add new Honours to the Marriage, 8 
Our Son. in-Law, the Duke Valentimors, 5 . 1 
| Receives the Ro/e before the Conſiſtor , SES, . 
A Grace which ſeldom is vouchſafed to Kings; e 
Indeed the greateſt which the Sacred Head CT. 
Of the whole Chriſtian World can give 10 9 METS OS 
The very higheſt Round of Human Glory. 1 


Scene draws, ud ſhews the Conſe flory : Borgiz comes W CTEGL 
with the 'Roſe carry'd before. him in great Pomp. . E 


Son Seraphino led by Alonzo, Machiavel, Ma AF "= 
canio, and frve Cardinals, See xtra | a 


Borg. O Machiavel ! was ever Pomp like this?: | 
The Morning dawns with an unwonted Crimſon.; > zn | 
The Flowr's more od'rous ſeem, the Garden Birds e 
> louder, and the laughing Sun aſcendddss e 

The quady Earth with an unufhal brightneſs-—— | ert, „ e 5 off 
All Nature ſmiles, and the whole World is pleas d, E648 
Even all the World, but thy unhappy Borgia. | DIES SD 

Mach. And why fhould he, whom every Man concludes. e 
The Darling of the Times, whom bounteous Heay? n N 
Has Crown'd with Glory in ſucceſsful Wars 14 
Whom it now doubly Crowns with Beauty too, oc # r 
The brighteſt of her Sex, Why ſhould he <helart = lope © 
The whole Worlds Vogue, — think himſelf . ? 
Borg. Yes Machiavel! Thou worthi'ſt of Mankind, 
To thee T'il ſtrip my Heart, that ſecret Bd, FR. 
With Vices, Virtues, every naked Thoughr, 

And ſhew thee all the Mixture of a Man, 
We are obſerv'd — Think me not over-frail E 
Becauſe I love: Were Bellamira dearer, F 
Her Father bleeds, and all the Rebel Race P Ko 
Pl firſt inſaare the Fools: then preach Fare ro em --: N Y 
Mach. And let em know, jult as the Cords ate Gawing, +3 55 re 
None ought to offend his Prince; and after truſt him. 
Borg. My Lord Or/ino! O forgive me, Heavn! RISE? sigel 


5 


Who have thus gro ly fail'd to e the Reverence * 
I owe the beſt of moor ths vt enn: 8 
This Day, this 9 75 „ Iq cer - = TO 7 86944 - 


* never to be loſt in Times dark hr A e aegis 


{iS CASAR BORG IAI. 
Crowns me your Son. . Thus then I bend my Knees, 
Which are not us d to kneel but at the Altar 
And O! permit me thus to kiſs your Hand, 
Alnd pay the Eternal Vows of my Obedience. 
. Otrſin. O rife, my Lord, all Duty is out-done 
With but one ſingle bare Acknowledgment; 
Yer for a ſatisfaction to this Company, 
Bay, do you love my Daughter Bellamira? 

Horg. Hal. What ſays my Father? Dol live? 

O Heaven? Why do you wound me with the Queſtion > 
Does the poor ſuff ring Fair One Vertue love, N 
Who drinks the Brook, and eats what Nature yields, 
Rather than feaſt in Courts with loſs of Honour? 

Do thoſe, who on the Rack for Heav'n expire, . 
Love Angels, and Eternal Brightneſs there? > 
Tis ſure they do: And oh——tis-full as ſure, | 8 

That Ce/ar Borgia dies for Bellamira,  _ 

Orſin. No more; you Honour her and me too much: 
Therefore this day I give her to your Arms | 

With all the Pleaſure of a proud old Father, 
O'rejoy'd to ſee his Daughter match'd above him: 8 

By Heav'n, my Eyes grow full; here all our Diſcord 

Poor ever end, all Jars berwixt the Orſinc, 8 
KY Vitelli, and the Duke of Valentinois, 
Be bury'd ever in this ſtric Imbrace. e 

Borg. Since you will have it ſo, forgive my Duty; 
Let me grow bold, and as a: Friend imbrace ou 
Ot ſin. See here, my Lord, for ſcarce can I diſtinguiſj, 
Through the bright Joy that dazles my weak Sight, | 
Olrwerectto, and the Duke Graviana, 07 Ps, 
When Vitellozzd comes to grace your Nuptials : 
All on their Knees acknowledge yon their Prince. 
Borg. My Equals all: Nor {hall this Homage be, 
I ſwear it ſhall not: Riſe my Lords ; your Arms: 
Le: me imbrace you round : By all things ſacred, 
I ſwear that none of you have been to blame. 
Were you Confederates againſt my Arms? 
You were: But Borgze's; infinite Ambition ES 
Forc'd you againſt your Wills to ler him knoß½. 
His head- ſtrong Youth, like a young fiery Horſe, 1 
Unleſs you kindly ſtop him in his ſpeed, ll. 
Would hurl bim from ſome Precipice to Riin. 
| Orſin. SeeVitellozzo! how he takes our Crimes 
Upon himſelf. - TEA ra » ÄwÄ ne leid! 
_ Borg, Behold this Child, my Son! 


» 


cs AR yORGTA. 


"1 know not any thing the World calls precious, - ß 
Which in the darknefs of my heart can mateh um, Na "oi NOK 
But Be/lamira. Take him Vutellogzo, © 2 e 
Take the dear Blood that trickles from my y Heart, e 

The very Strings that wind about my Life, e 

And let him for my part be Surety, * {EAT 155 = 
As beautious Be/lamira is for yours. ie 

Orſin. Farewel, my Lord: With theſe Attendants bee 

[ go to haſte the Bride ; and let my. Life ug — 
Be anſwer for the little Seropbino. 7: OrineFaek.. 7 


On every part of him: His little Baſtard, - 

Becauſe he doats on him, ſhall ſtreight be mangled—— E 
I'll do't I fay ; Yes by m my Holy-Dame, -. N Fade mV ne. 
I will revenge my loſs of Lechery ?:: 
Ha ! what a jerk was that? it grates my Bones; ne? > INES 
Pray Heav'n it ben't a Spice, a little ang _ 1 
Of "the Neapolitan Itch, O my Holy-Dame. Ex. with Cardinals. 

Borg. Now Machiavel, prepare to hear my Soul, IEEE Salk ape 


; Hear to what ſoftneſs and effemihatg mourning R 


All my dear Vidtorics at laſt are melted : | One MW T6443. 
Por will tell thee though thowlr ſearce believe, er ee, 


Since firſt I ſaw the Charming Bellamira, n 
8 The very Image of CHarlotta's ſcom, . 63-98 3 * ” 
I have not had one hour of Free rapoſe ; VVV 
Ev'n when at laſt I have rg ſolv'd to joſynn 1 tier VIDED > an 
Our Hands and truſt her with wy tender Glory, ” ec eic ui 
I've ſtarted from my Bed, at midnight roſe, © dae ee ee 
And wander by the Moon : Then laid me down JT 
Upon ſome dewy Bank, and ſlept till Mon. „ 
Mach. Therefore there mult be ſome ſtrange Circumſtance | 
That firſt jnduc'd thoſe Fears, ſome. N 2 n ad ; # 
For your uſpitions - — Ai 1 32 8 
Borg. Yes Macbiabel, e JAS OO DOM og ang 
; There is, there is a cauſe for-my eee. e 
Mach. Are you lure of it? = 725 125 | 1911.5 „„ 
Berg. Moſt ſureI am ; | 5 1 OL STE, I 44 
Sure as reſerv dneſs does im leren: 80 15 e 19 pat e fr, 
Let J, as if my Flames ite! ire in Fro, te e 5; 


The more ſhe cools, ſcorch, rage, and burns we ge, . Top ts 
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A ſcan. He has her now, that delicate bi of Ts 7 
Which I reſerv'd for my own Lechery ß 7 190951. oy #3 „ 
He drills her from her old deluded Sire. 4 2 33 
Hell! and fhe melts ! ſhe melts into his Mouth: W 
But by my Holy Dame Pl be reveng'd d = | | 


The very Nature, Soul, and Lite-blood of em 


Thou haſt awak'd my Love, and C harm'd my fears. 
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. CAESAR BO RCI = 
Has pawn'd her Heart but tis canfeſs'd you know bim— 


Borg. Ha! did I know the Name ef him I dread ? 


"What God in Arms ſhould ſave him from my Sword ? 
Here thou haſt rouz'd the Lion in my Heart, e e 


Italian Spite, revenge and blaſting Fury 


Devoutrs my Soul! all Mi Ines lleeps like . 


I boil like Drunkards Veins — Death! Hell and Vengeance! | 
Mach. Suppreſs this Fury ; 
Come! come ! my Lord !] find you are better Skill'd. 9 
In Camps than Courts, and know not yet Loves World. 
She is reſerv'd you ay, when you approach her; 


Why, let her weep too: was it ever known 
A ſabrle Bride lavgh'd on her Wedding Day, 


Or clasp'd her Lover in the Eye o'thWorld ? | - 
I find you are unlearn'd ! Sir——'tis their Trade, 5 


To whine and cry, and. turn their heads away, 
When their hearts dote on what they ſeem to * Fs 
Borg. If it were ſo! ; 
Mach. Why it was always fo, 
Is fo, and will be ſo to the Worlds end! 
Give me your, hand, and take her on my word z 
I have been bred in Courts; ſounded the humours 
Even of all Women kind: Therefore ade you... 


Repair immediately to old Orſino, 


Who with his Beavteous Daughter waits your Cominge:-- 
Borg. Could ſhe be truly mine! the wings of Winds 7 8 

Would be too ſlow to waft me to her Am!!! „ 
Mach. Once more I ſay, ſhe is and (hall be yours, | | 


. | Truly, religiouſly, devoutly yours. 


Why all this thought and groundleſs Jealouſy ?- 


Let Manly Confidence and Roman Vertne 33 =o 


Maſter this Gothick Fury in your Blood... | | 
Borg. By Arms! by all the Glories L have Won! Ng 


Charlotta! O the very: figure of her; 


But ſure the Beauteous Lines are ſofter here e Trp RY 


And now I find tis ruin to forgo her- 
Mach. No more my Lord. Tis I- that thus embark you, 


And if ſome flarting Plank ſhould flaw-the Veſſel | 


Io your deſtruction I am ruin d roo — OO 
Since all I have, or am, or ever would be, 71 a; * 
Is to be yours; your. ſworn, unbyaſs'd re K 
Borg. Thou beſt of Men ee ar 


Thou art my Oracle, my Heav'n, my gle” 
n ſome God, ſhalt guide me 9 


mY 


75 


Marcia e and Ceath both new 9 Fe i 
Methinks I ſee the . 1 in the 1 
The bufie Nuiſe unveils th 


Which like the Helleſpomt do'ſt rore between 25 5 
Me and my Joys: Is there no other wa I. 5 


7 -: f . 
- Till the rack'd Orbs be with the Deluge drown d. S ery - 


Borg. I will, my Machiabel,. OArmst © GEM, - 


Think not the dreadful Cefar will be bra A 
A loving, dreaming, Conſcientious Borgiaz. ; ag e 
But when | wake there's e. tet N 


No Machiavel; ſhe muſt be mine or dye on ie, e Se ore* ae PR 
Should ſhe for Refuge to the Temple flie! Fa th. a . 


rd after her; there, if ſhe ſcorns my A © acts of 4 
To the dumb Saints I will my Vows proclates + 3 785755 nes 50 bs On. 
And in their View reſolve the Glotigus Game Ze x 


el OM: OA SAR n 6 RE 
Let's go to Conqueſt, tho through Death we 80.5 5 © *£ Jr e e 


indow, FFF 

e weeping Mal, 

And 1 muſt naked paſs through Seas to . 7 W 

O fatal Marriage! O thou diſmal Gulph. }., ; ebruip 7 7 45 e 
I 


None, none, the Winds and the daſh'd om 2” 12 gi 8 
Why let em roat; and let the Billows ſwell ; „ 


Tis fixt; ll plunge, or periſh, or enſoy ber — 1 ]?ĩ˙³2 
Mach. Juſtly reſolv'd; nor I 9 Sn OS e, pany 
Melt you again to an untimely ee VV 


Carlotta thus delnded you in France, VTV 
- Which render'd all your r Court ridiculous :. FFC 
Remember that, and leaſt the like diſgrace en ee err 


Should happen new, drag her if ſhe refuſes . 


What an Eternal Ruſt would ſmear your. Lale, „„ 1 
Did not this Spirit of Ambition ſire nmeeme 8 


Il tell her that the Lives of all her Race, T 
Are now within my PO πm˖ r. od ants watpom 4 


Mach. Nay. threaten gel! | 26 nes teri Not Cot 
Borg. I wi | do more than threaten.; $4; 1163 oat wet tad 


To threaten only; that's:a ſleeping Borgia, VV 


* 3 ® +; : +55 F 4 
© Mach, Ic has been. ſo. N I. £4323 nee u > 25 $1: * 
Il 1 N f 2 7 +» 4&4 ” * — 12 erk. 0 N 
Borg. And ſha Wear again; 25 is / gens 755 725 { 3 EY a 89 * 77 5 y " 3 : 
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' Upon the Golden Shrines III lay; ber Head. 
- And evn the Altar make my Bridal B 4— AE Am | 
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Enter Orfino and daham ji. Alus ni 9. Free. 5 -- 


2 HERE aiaft thou get the datin api to move 1 = {5% . 5 3 4 
- By thy: dead, MAY nc I the firſt ig. ol 


Anti 115 tes Tring vt] 


. c bone 
When in my Yourbiutartn Tgraſp'd her to me, 


Doſt thou not know it? Exquiſite difſembler! 
Subtleſt of all thy kind, that ever rowFd e 


Did I not charge thee, as thou fear'ſt my Curſe, | 
This very Morning to adorn thy ſelf 


And Lam come, Oh Heaven! and all you Powers 
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My Lord as you comminded! and have vow'd, 
| Tho Death attends my Nuptials, to obey you. 


In this Obedience: Say, declare, haſte, anſiver, 


IL know thy. awkard Heart; — men b y this 


Was I ſo hot with Love as now with Rage, 
Thou row. and Virgin Wi:ch, thou new-found Fory 
Bella. Ah! Sir, for I am afraid to call you Father; 
Give me my Death: give to theſe trembling Breaſts 
A Thouſand Wounds ; or cut me Limb from Nn 
But do not lock ſo dreadfully upon me — 
Nar blaſt me with ſuch Sounds. Oh pity me! RPA 
There's not one fatal Sentence, one tend Word, : 2 
But runs like Iron through my freezing Blood. | 4 
What have 1 done? Ah, What is my Offence? 
And tell me how, which way I ſhall atone you? 
Or/in. O, thou vile Wretch! what is thy Offence? | 


Thou leading Sorc'reſs! Hecat of thy Sex! _ 


Their falſe deluding Eyes, and in their Glaſſes 
Conjur'd for looks to cheat the fimple World! | 
But to take all evaſion from thy Guilt, =—- 5 0 


As one, whom the great Duke intends to honour „ 
By making thee his Bride? | d — 
Bell. Alas! you did, | | 


That pity Womans Weakneſs, 1 am come 


Orſiz. Thou ly'ſt eren in thy Heart, thou know'ſt thou wt 
Thou haſt maliciouſly, moſt groſly fail de 


Thou moſt ungrateful Wretch; Ah, how unlike 8 
Thy meek, thy Perfect bright and bleſſed. Mother, ; 

Is this 2 Habit for a glorious Bride? „ 
Doſt thou thus meet the generous * ?; er 


To tell the World, thou doÞF not Iixe thy usband, e le. 
And daſh him at the Alta r: but by Heav n, . 1 
Whither thou, Murdereſs, now art ſending me, 

This ſhaltnot ſerve thy Parpoſe: In this dreſs 


That blaſts my Eyes and ſtrikes my Soul with ſadneſs,” I 
- Fil fee the Prieſt for ever make you one. | 


Betlam, Ah! how have I deferv'd this cruel, Lage be 
Did ever Daughter yet obey like me? N 5 
Net ſhe Who In the. Dangeon fed her Father, | 


wy 
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And ca 
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With her own Milk, and by her Piety 4 1 ons = — 
Sav d him from Death, can mateli my er Vine „ 5 
For I have done much more > Torn off my Brealtg 1 e 
My Breaſts, my ver Finns and flung: it foo - it hn 
1 ſeed che Tyrant with my Blood. 6 1 1 8 ** * 


Or fin. Call ſt won! the lawful Thos firion of I 8 . 
A careful Father, that intends thee Honour; 5 
Fa, and bloody Rage reſume me E 1.77 5, 
Here, ſeeſt thou this? O would the lant Sergio, AE en 
Could fling thee from his Soul, as 1 IG | „ 
For *ris Re cle to him that ſaves thy Life; . * 


Elſe by the Feaver that quite burns me up, 

I'd Aline thee, till all thy Robes were Crirſon: „55 
Yet ſince thou haſt the Impudence to brave me, e OY ves 
And call thy Father Tyrant to his facec ge. 
I that have foſter d thee even from the Womb, N cant 


And bred thee in my Boſom, hear and tremble; WER Ree rr ES, 
For I will curſe thee tif] thy ffighted Soul 
Runs mad with Horrour, till thy Mother ſtarts - © 7 © 
From her cold Monument, to . n ie e £5 
Though all in vain. ER aol are RA EI 
Bellam. I caſt me at your Feet; ee Ma ene 
Tm all Obedience: See, Sir, dee me here 1:44" a 60 77 : 
Groveling upon the Earth, © „ 
 Orfin. Cuts d be the Night, | EEE 
Ten Thouſand Curſes on that fatal PER E  aC) 7 
When my great Spirit trifled with thy Rauhe VVV 
For the Production of fo falſe a oy; 4 tn 
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Bellam. O horrid blaſting. Breath! be #71 8 = „ 77 8 BG 9 £ n 
Otrſin. When J am dead, FFC 
My tronbled Ghoſt ſhall nightly haunt 1000 De 955 8 3 
Bellam. Ah, hold !] kiſs your Fest, and hu 1 "OR 1 8 i 
Orſin. Though! in thy Husbands Arms, Tl draw * Curtains, 2 
And ſtare thee into Frenzy; and thy Lord ee xt - bY 7 
I'll Charm fo faſt, thy. Shrleks ſhall not awake him. MS", * Mg % 4 5 8 OM 
Bellum. Vet Sir, orbear; tread, on me, trample W.. 


Orſin. And all the day, when other Spirits 1 3 

Pl follow thee with Groans, and curſe thee ſtill: 8 

Nay, when thou ſe:k'{t for Company to ſcape me, w_ 1-4 Moc 

Fil make thee ſcream. See thete his Wit We 8 
Bellam. Hear him not Hearn! 5 l 
8 1. After thy firſt Imbrace, | 

May th N Lord loath thee; freak. io art no wei, 

if che off as a moſt loud Adultereſss. 

Hel lan. If hoe be 8885 e, Ohl DARN Tours 


* - . CA#SAR BORGI 2: 
Or/in. Or if thy Husband ſhould by chance retain thor, 

Heart. burnings, Jealouſies incite him till „5 
To plague thee with a Thouſand Hells on Earth, nes, LY 
And after end thee in ſome horrid manner. | | 

Bellam. Ponyard-me as you promis'd! Oh ſtab mel 8 
Orſin. Eternal Barrenneſs ſhut up thy Womb; 1 
Tf ought that's humane chance to raiſe. thy Ho 95 ue, 
May it be Monſtrous at the curſt Ptoduction, 
And After. ne or ſome abhorr'd Conception. | 


Enter Duke of Gandia in Mourning. 


Bellam. Y*have ſaid enough! my Heart, 'my Spirits fail me, 

And I have now my With without a Dagger. ; 
Orſin. What now? another Mourner? Hell and Furies 

They both have plotted to undo my Honour. 

Well — Duke of Gandin — but FI call thee. Bridegroom. 
Gand. Ha! how's this? the beauteous Bellamira 7 

Upon thz Earth. Help, 1 Lord, Krone cold; 

Your Daughter ſwoons. 
Or/zz. I care not, let her Periſh; | 

And thou, who haſt ſeduc'd her, periſh with her : 

Swoon with her, fink with her, Die both, and both be detent. 

| Ex. Offino. 


Gand. Wake Bellzmira from this Sleep of Death: 

Life of Palante's life! give mea Word; 
See thou art Safe, claſp'd in thy Gandid's Arms, 
Palante holds thee. Say, what Murderer 
Offer'd this Cruelty, and I'll revenge thee ! +3405 
 Bellam. Where am I? ha! looſe, looſe me from your r Arms; ; 
Stand off; fly from me; fly, Palante, „ 

For we muſt never, never meet Z. a ak 57; 
The Poles may ſooner j joyn: Olam loſt, EA e 
By an inexorable Father ruin'd; | AS WE LO 

- Curſed, blaſted ; and for thee, "ulihdppy Rite ee ei 
Thou haſt undone me, though not by thy will, 
For ſure thou loy'ſt the wretched Bellamira: TD: 2 
Vet by the conſequence of this. Affection. e 13 38 
Thou haſt deſtroy'd my Peace of Mind forever: | e 
Thou haſt been ruinous and mortal to me! e 
As Robbers, Raviſhers, or Murderers! - fff 
Therefore be gone! fly from my Eyes for e ever? 
And never let me fee Pa/ante more. | | 

Gand. | go far ever from you, as you charge me, ; 

And for thar aol did — eee BO 


But 


F * 


AR BORG. 


But little thought that you would drive me thus 


I hop'd at leaſt, that when I parted from you, 

And bid you everlaſtingly y farewel, _ | 

I hop'd ; but oh thoſe flattering ho were vain ! . 

That gentle Bellamira ſhould have aud | 

Or dropt a Tear, when | woutd tak my leave 

And never ſee her more. | - 

_ © Bellam, O Cruelty! ? 

You rend the Pfaiſter from the deeding Wound: 

Gand. An elder Brother calls you to his Bed, 

And you perhaps will not be raviſh'd thither : ol 


O Bellamira! I had once thoſe Vows © I on 


Which thy frail heart does now ref ign to Borgia. ; 
But I have  ſtaid. too long: Farewel for ever; 
When 1 am gone, and thou for many years 
Enjoy ſt the Change thy Father forc'd thee to, 
(For ſure I cannot think it all thy doing!) 
If happy Cæſar Borgia chance to fold — 
: -_ cloſe '& in his Arms then was his Cuſtom ; 
Say to thy heart with a relenting Thought, 

Ts if our Fates had pleas d, the wretched Can. 


Would thus have lov'd me. But no more farewe!. 


'_ Youre pleag'd to baniſh me and Fl obey. 


. 


Bell. Come back ! come back! you ſhall not dd mz thus. 6 


Let Fathers Curſe, and Jealous Husbands Rage 
Love has a force that can y urmount the Wor la 


3 Enter Borgia. 


If ew? tis Jeftin'd that you muſt be gone, 8 
_ 11 f me to the Arms of Cruel Borgxia . 


Ha! but obſerve: there may be more in this. 


= If we two Lovers, whom for tenderneſs 


1 
* 


The World can never match, un Part for 1 5 - 


Sand. O, that for ever! 


e Irs. Apparirion all; e 
Wo By Heav'n, a Dream; T fivear, a very Dream. 


Bell. Yer take,O rake this 1 5 farome! with thee! 185 * 


And whomſoe're thy Paſſion 1 „ . 
Remember O Remember this, and 
No Man was ever ſo by Woman lovd, .. 
As thou Palante art by Bellamra 
- Gand.Stop there; forto go onwill qveme Death. 
O thou haſt utterd Sounds of ſuch a ſtrain 
As Nature cannot bear : like utmalt — 


fl | wy { 


1 Which while it ark the Senſe, ak chill tha Blood. ths! act \ 
. No more] for by my glimmering joys, I fear 57" IG 
Thou'lt fing my Soul to Everlaſting Sleep! 8 
* Borg. Then let me wake. you. „ 
Bell. O Heav'ns! we are undone 
Borg. Start not, nor weep not beiuteous Bellumira. ! 
For there is nothing toward you, but well; 
Fortune her ſelf now ſmiles on your Deſign, 
And Heav'n and Earth conſpire to make you happy / 
Theſe Mourning Habits on your Wedding Day, | 
Had chance not guided me to hear your Loves, 
Would have berray'd the Secret 
Gan. O Brother! what muſt I expect? 1 know! not 
Whether I ought to hope or fear. 
Borg. Hope all: 5 
For curſt is he that parts whom Heay n has joyn d: 
I ſtand convinc'd that Love has made you one; 1 85 e 
And may thoſe Chaſter Fires that warm your hearts, | 
Vie with the Stars for Immortality 
Gand. Speak it again, again confirm this bees | 
For one ſo Noble ſure this World comains not: 40, Ms 
O! *cis too little but to name him Noble. ITE 
For ſuch a Soul _ above the Clouds, 
So great, Ethereal, and ſo God-like 5 
He muſt Iock down on Kings; ſuch vaſt compaſſion, . 
Such an unheard Magnificence of Mercy 
As we-muſt both adore: Kneel, Bellamira, 
Fer tis a God we talk with. _ 
Borg. O you muſt not. „ 
Methinks fair Bellumira, who ftill 8 HK 
With the accuſtom'd' Languag of her Tears, 
Methinks you ſhould have told me all this while, 
Your Beauties were not doom'd for Ceſar Borgia. 
*Tis true, I often fear'd by your reſerv'dneſs, 
Tour Heart muſt be ingag'd — Or thou, Palante, . 
Had'ſt thou but told me when I wood her fitlt, 
How many fighs and ſorrows, hadſt thou ſawd me 1 
I would not then have launch 'd, but yielded up 
The Noble Fraight, this more than Indian Treaſure, 
And given thee all my intereſt in br Faber 3 
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Gand. Alas I feard! 

Borg. J hold you Sir excugd-: od e 
May. you be happy as your Souls c can wk. een e 
But I muſt bag you from this place retite-; os, os 44 
Fer 53 own intereſt ; 1 here . 
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Dad CESAR 0 


Entreated me to walt him, and *cis now. 

Upon this day, allotted tor my Narrlage, 

Unfit to break the buſineſs of your Loves. 
Let doubt not, O moſt happy lovely Pair, 
But Care and Time ſhall perfect all your Wies. 


Gand. Give me your Arms: I had defign d this Morning, 50 385 


Made deſperate with my Griefs, Pacquaint PORN Ear. 
With all the progreſs o 


And had deſign'd I know not what to forfeit 
My life, pre oe than loſe my Bellamira : F 1g NE 
But you have 10 prevented me- | | Tg 
Borg 2. No more. : | Ne 
How, faireſt Bellamia! not one word Fes \ Fit 7 a 
Am I ordain'd the Proxy of your:Love; i577 4) bt SHY 


— 


Without the Breath of thanks 


my ruin'd. flion ; a3 : St ar 
I thought that you would ſtorm, and uſe me ill, "lg ft 


— 7 4 - 
my . p * . . — 1 
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Bell. The bounteous Heav ns E 


Rain on your head whole Deluges of mercies, 
For this great goodneſs! Hear me, oh ye Powers. 
Hear me upon my Knees ; where ere he goes. 


Guard him with bleflings! Ave him his own wiſhes : 95 PE ' 85 
If to the Wars he paſs, Renown attend him,  - _ n 


nd growing Conqueſt dwell upon his Arms; 
Let him attain by a long courſe of Valour, W 
And gallant acts, to the old Roman Greatneſs ; i147 08 
And when at laſt in Triumph he returns, -- wha the 
- op all the ſighing Virgins firow his way, _ 


And with new Garlands Crown his coming Glory. (Ex. with Gali. 


* 


Enit Machiavel- | ral ELIE 15 


Mach, Something! s diſcover'd, and I AS the buſineſs! © 
My Lord, you're wanted, and the beauteous Bride. 


bs, +. = G 


Borg. I charge thee name her not upon thy Life. 
Here, tear, tear off theſe unbecoming Garments, 5 
Get me my Horſe, and bid my Arms be ready, ; FIRE: a8 
Yes, Machiavel, with to-morrows = ar We 100: HOCTSED CER« 
Thou ſhalt behold me in another Dreſz, ee eee 3 


Brestning Defiance to theſe ſofter Wars. | 
Mach. Bur why, Sir! why ? how comes this ſudden x chang? 

Mb have you charg d me that 1 N ne not wore 

Of Bellamira ? 

Borg. Cruel Machiavel i 1005 


* 
33 1 
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Why doſt thou bring the Bl Gharaker 3 e e 


"TIO TIT; drive for ever from at Soul? 


Fd 
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- Mach. This Laos . 1 your her, 
Muſt ture ariſe from ſome as wondrous caule. 
Have you diſcover'd ought ? 

Borg. All, all's diſcover'd; 

And ſuc an over ſight tn thee; hut where, 
Where now is thy profound Sagacliy 2 
Where all thy Depoſitions, Promi ſes, 
Warrants, Ingagements that ſhe ſhould be mine? 
Chaſt y, religioully, devourly mine? 

Mach. And is ſhe not?. 

Borg. By Heav'n quite oppoſite: 

All that my boding heart preſ ig'd t to thee 
Before, has happ=n'd ; happen'd in ſuch MIN, 
As quite oui-went my own Imagination; 

- Mach. Who'ere he is that has or: rg you, 
By your juſt Rage he was a ſecret Villain, 

The gloſeſt Traytor that ere plotted miſchief, 
And juſtly has deſerv'd the ſtab you gave him. 

Borg. How, Machiave]? ha, Aid thou talk of ſtabbing? 

Mach. 1 neither think, nor know what's your intention, 
But that's your Countries Cuſtom in ſuch caſes: . 

Beſides, Sir, when I did diſcourſe you laſt, . 
You fell into Convulfions of Deſpair, | 
With mentioning the very name of Rival, 

And thunder d out whole Volleys of revenge. 


Borg. True Machiavel: but could not think 17 Rival 


Should prove Dy Brother. 
Mach. Ha 
Borg. Raſe, raiſe me Heaven, 
Soo other Man that dares to take ede, me, 
To. ſnatch the only Beauty I can love, 
And at the Altar too, from my imbraces; 
If 1 not end him, though he were Imperial, 
Ev'n in the middle of his Guards — — 
Mach. _Your Brother! 
And have you Confirmation that ſhe 1 him? 2 
Borg. Why doſt thou wonder? I both ſaw and heard * 
Heard all his Vows, and her moſi paſſionate Anſwers: 
- She loves him : Yes, theſe curſed Remembrancers, 
-Theſe Eyes have ſeen it. O! ſhe dotes on hi 
Feeds on his Looks eyes him, as pregnant 
Gaze at the precious thing their Souls are ſet _— 5 
Maob. And you per will bear it from a Brother | - 
With all the ck ben Anchorite, 
-—_ of N35 another World! * 'd det 


-Go 
: | 


Goto the Wats. be ſhot, and leave this Brother 


- Mild and telenting? begg'd em leave me Tos, 


—— 


i CASAR BORGTA. 

The Heir of all, ſole Darling of the Po £ 
Borg, Tis certain, that I ſeem'd to a | appearance , 

Thar I might thin a 
Mach. Think! by your Holy father, | 

You have no Blood, no Soul, nor Spirit left ! 


The Genius of your Houſe muſt bluſh at this; 
A Brother why, ſo much the moꝛe a Villain. 


Borg. O Machiavel! © „„ 
Mach. O Conſcientious Borgia e 
By all thats great, it is in him flat Inceſt; 


13 1 3 - 
: 2 4 
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There's for your Conſcience, if you will have — 
She was betroth'd yours by her Father's Will, 


Publiſh'd to the World, and what elſe makes a Marriage? FE 


And for a Brother thus to undermine you, 


Ard carry it too? Are you Italian born? 


Begot dy one? O, make it not a Doubt, 


I grieve, I groan, I am mad to ſee you thus! 


What, to be made the Talk, the Jeer of Rome, 


As once you were at Paris by (Harlotta 


No. Il revenge thee ! cold as thou art and dead! 4 
And may this Steel be fheath'd in Machiavel, 1 


If that the treacherous Duke of Gandia ſcape me 

Borg. Come back, I ſay; for what is to be „ 
P11 a&t my ſelf. Where was I? or where am 1? 
No Machiavel, thou know *tis not my Conſcience 
That lets the Villain live: I think thou haſt heard 
The fatal Jars w'have had about my Siſter: ; 
For I remember, being in her Bath, 


And by her Women told we were at Works. | 


She ran in haſte half naked to the Pope, - 
Who came to part che Fray; and ſwore in fury, 5 
With horrid Imprecations, who e're fell | 

By tt*others Hands, he never would have Mercy. 

On the Surviver. This, my Machiauel, 

Is Borgia's Conſci ence For to do a Murder, 


And not be ſafe, is Drunkards 3 


Mach, What then is your intent? 
Borg. 'To follow Nature 


1 For ſo do Flames that burn, and Seas that e drowns 1-535 

Yes, Machiavel, and care not what comes ont: 
So when Security, and black Occafion 

Point me to death, I will be rough as thoſe, 

And blood 1 dll he 3 to a n £ 


A 
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W hl SUR BORG Id.” 
Let 98. my Fathers threats dar preſent A 
Ill find a way to rack him, {Jie 
Mach. Ha ! you mend - {ola a 
To take again your e Prize; that a, e 
2 | 


The lovely Be//amira {till retains . 
Somẽ holds about your Heart. 
Borg. O, tis confeſs dd. E k. 
And howſoe're my T ongue has plaid the Belger, | 
She Reigns more fully in my Soul than ever 


She Gartiſons- my Breaſt, and Mans againſt m 


of 9 


Even my own Rebel Thoughts, with thouſand (Graces, 
Ten thouſand Charms, 3 new di ſcover d Beauries. 75 = 
O! hadſt thou ſeen her when ſhe lately bleſt me, f 
What tears, What looks, and languiſtiings de dine, 
Love bath'd himſelf in the diſtilling Bam 
And oh the ſubtle God has made his entrance 
Quite through my Heart; he ſhouts and crjumphs too, 
And all his Cry is Death, or Bellamira. i 
Aach. Why! this is like the Spirit of your Father. gd, 
You bring his 45 Vigour juſt before W 
juſt as firſt he wore the triple Crown, 
Jo o he walk'd, Juſt with that fiery Movement; Viet 
So ſparkled too his Eyes! ſo giow'd his Qheeks: © - ns icke 
Nor fear Palante, when ſhe's in your Arms : 
When ſhe percelves the Fervour of your Paſſiann 
Panting upon her naked Breaſts for Mercy. | 
Borg. Sighing, as if my very Soul would burſt, 


And graſping, Alachiauel, as if Deaths Pangs were on ay BE ; | 


3 Now ſtealing to her Lips, 2 in ae 
pu . cloſe; bur ſoftly to her fſid ga 
pering, O why, why, Se Bellamiral ro if 5 2. 


Then unn a ſudden Start let looſe — NAA 


Graſp her as if you could no longer bear it: 
Claſp her all Night, and ſtifle her with Kiſſes: | 242 


O, there are Thoôuſand ways . e 
Borg. Ten Thouſand Thouſand; _ - | i v1 Fo ee 


3 


Millions, and infinite, yet add ro thoſe, 


Jil try'em all; nor ſhall a drop of Meß ct b. Art of 30 be 


Fall from my Eyes, though I beheld rs ap 161 55 
Dead at her Door. O ExpeQation burns me ?!̃k 
O Bellamira! heatt! how ſhe does inflame me 
Mach. Then there's no need of warlike — 


Borg. Talk no more of War, ar now my ene Love: | "5 


The War like Winter vaniſhes; tis gone, 
And 4 age; with Nano e 


* ** 1 


c EAN BOR G14.” 


2 Deen teh Hin —— r 
Drops like a Cherubim in Smiles beto . 
Tet IN Math. Oh, that the World could but behold you cis! - „„ 
. bat Bellamira ſaw you in this 2 e ER Fate, 0s, 55 ST 
#2] > Of dazling Paſhon, and becoming Fur e e 
i 1 Borg. Thus, to a glorious Coaſt, through Leere bara e 
3 We fail like him who ſonght the Indian, World. | N 
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mn 
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- 
We 


"SR - 1 is more; tis Paridiſe I go to prave,;" n 3. 16,3 pO 4885 e 
5 8 And Bellamira | is the Land of Love: ; ff.. 
have her in my view; and hark, ſhe 3 VTV 

{I : 4, And fee, about, like the firſt Maid ſhe walks: 1 ke nf... 
Fair as the Day when firſt the World benz: 


=» FJ . And 1 am e to be the 157 TOR” "tac: een 412 LENA 
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. Ar. . SCEN E * e 
8 £19 Eater Aſcanio ant Alonzo.” 1273 7 T5 2 


| Hol LP LD „ 
1 Lord, this i is an A 10 newly horrid, Fate 
80 ally a contrivance'of Revenge, Tag On 
* That Finds themſelves would ſtart at the Propoſal. Ek OG LEE 
2 to do this; I; who have bred him up! n e 
Oh Seraphino' Nurs'd thee in my” Bofon;. e daß e B70 | 
To gaſh thy Cheeks, and tear out both thy Eyes! 8 yr a 
Alcan. The Sums of Gold ate orderd e bepaid; ET 7 Ty | 
Half on your bare conſent :-on/Execution-” ee POOL 
- The whole. | Alonso! thou haf no Compaſſion n [Pot 90 5 F =; 
When Intereſt comes in play: Don't . 8 „ 
At the Command of Mabie or Borgia, 4 48 Np ky e 
The would'ſt not ſtick to poyſbn evin the Pope? e 
eme, come, diſſemble not thy Occupation Tf CT FCN 5 8 
 -» Murder's thy Trade, and Death thy Livelihood, Sx * kg 
Therefore perform this A& of (pricey Vengeanes; e 
And Fuck teate thee Noble „ 
Alone. Tis ſure, ere long, when I have ſerv'd their turn. 
That they will end me too, for fear of talking | 5 


3 Therefore, my Lord, how-&re m Conſclence xo tings me, F 5 why Ra 
„ tis moſt true. I love the cent 19 N 07 e 


1 5 Send home the Gold © e 12 8 55 25 
28 Aſcan. Thou ſhalc Long hl eg fig 1 . 7 F TNT 
"4 I will not ſend, bur pay it thee in Na 8 By 

Full Twenty Thoufand Crowns=-Why, mat 2 ware that? F 
Full Treaty Thouſand an, e DEE TW eee eee 
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. von 
=. Iwill tell thee, there ate R in Or 


Monks, Fr yar, Feſuns, that would kill their Fa ers, 9 


Raviſh their Mothers, eat their Brothers and Siſters, 
For half the ſum: what, twenty thouſand Crowns ! _ 
Away, away! Come, come, pull out his Eyes, 
And make a Cupid of rhe litile Baſtard. 
I ſwear thou ſhalt ; what, twenty I Crowns! x 
Aue. My Lord, lam Charm d. | | 


— 


Enter -Machiavel and Adem, 1 


A 4 My good Lord Machiavel. 

Mach. My noble Lord, 
The humbleſt of your Seryants— 
Now, my Adorna, now the time is coming, | 
When thön ſhale Rival ev'n the Queen of ve; 
For, by my Liſe, a Bridegroom like Palante 
Might match an Empreſs . But hes thine; no more. 
I've ſworn he's thine : This day, that gives his Brother 
Thy beauteous Couſin, is. the leſt Fore- runner 
"Or my Adorna's certain happineſs. 


Ador. Heav'n only knows the fue of my: Fare; 3 YET 


FE ab as not love and languiſhing deſire 
ſport me from my ſelf, I ſhould endeavour. - 

Toh help the poor deſpairing Bellen. 15 5 

Not many hours ago the ran upon me 

With Extafies, even crying out for 3j je, blo 

In ſpite of Fate, Palante ſhall be mine; Ts 

Then told me all that you diſcourſt bur- nom: 

When on that minute cruel Borgia entfCi 


_ With old Orſſno, who commanded Ber, . e 1 1255 | 
l'th midſt of Prayers and Tears, and: Geng Sorroms, | 


Strait to attend her Husband to the Temple. 
Mach. Excellent! and how bears Palante this 55 N. 


© Adorn. So much the worſe, becauſe 1" win wexpfht. 


1 while I told it in moſt movin * 

He ſtruck his Breaſt. and caſt his Eyes to Heav- "EO 

Eng wird for you; then talk d of blood, and rand. 
Mach. | have been ever fince I came to Woe 

A Confident to both: I like the Method, 

The Machine moves exactly to my mind, 

Sails fike a Ship well ballaft through the his. 

And ploughs the rifing miſchiefs clear before me. 


. Pee heard thee 'dfien talk of pretty Letters Ya ' ae e 


| That N n and thy Coulin. - 


% 


3 9 


cn v0 _ 

"ht. T have em all in keep eeping, PR. 5 2 e 

- Mach. Let me peruſe en. 19-10-45 Rel Fant”; 1 

> Ador. Will you be ſecret hben? 5 

Auch. Away, and fear not, the ſhall make thy Fortune ; bag. 
Soon as the Marriage Rites are paſt, well meet. Er. Adotna, 
But lo, they come! The Duke of Gandia frown” Jens ED 
7 Ow wy «/ar, and muſt watch their claſhing. Eo VT. vv IP "$5 


Scene Seng 4 DBfcooert the Progreſs Fa Bath Marriages 
2 Aſcanio, Adriad, Enna, Cardinals, going before, Orſino following 

| Bellamira /upported by two Vi ging 1 in Vbue - 9 82 4 * 
Vitellozzo, Alonzo. &c. 


"Baud Sir, I muſt ſpeak” with you: e 1 brit ny 
Borg. Tis inconvenient. _ Ts 
Gand. *Tis not our firſt of Jars, ö W Lene, 3 

Our Siſter Lucrece, and be then 1 „ 

1 requires your ear VVV 
. 3 irn Tal Ao 

an you dare wa e wit Se As 
Borg: After the Preift, =—— i: ch ws, you. - 7 1275 Ty ny 

Gand. No Sir before the Ri Lats 55 32 

Fate hovers near us: you ſhall give 1 7 
Borg. What Boy hom ſay ſt chou; ſhall! — g My 5255 on 
_ Gand. Yes Sir, you ſhall. . D, 

Borg. No more; for fear we ſhould be overticand: VF 
tly return upon my Honour 85 25 5 

5 in me but wait Orſino to the Gaſgßge. BY 2 Lk 

And Tl attend thee; on my word I Wi e e 4 
The Prieſt ſhall wait till thou have ſarisfaQtion. „ 

| „ In, Mach cee 3 

- Mok. What have you Laid, y Lord? | oF .” 

Sand. Forbear to know; 6 . 8 1 , 

I think thou lov'ſt me, yet a Proof were well, S 6100428 5-04, 

And fince occaſion now demands a tryal, 4 rar $3: þ Al ee 

| Refuſe not what my Freindihip ſhall enjoyn thee. touch DAI 
Mach. Tis granted, though the con equen be death. : $995. #8k 
Sand. Begon, this moment leave me to my A 35-4 1 of 2,7 

Mach. I apprehend; Let me imbrace ou e r 

Why ſhall I leave you? but my Word's e Teils fn 
Gul all thoſe pow rful A | 79 5 "Ut _ 4 3 

Your Wrongs, your moſt ignoble Gt OBS, CAR Bn” 5 

To ſteel your Arm, and dye your Vi toy” 2 bs. x ö & 

In Blood bac Cope, Bak, grow i 7-063 eee, x SR 

No _ EO bh ec 


wy 


2-5 , | a7 $47 ' 
1 : 25 > 
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1935 


* "£45.38 Boge, 


Let bug arch 3 For B . . 

Though skill'd andig et may moet 

And that I muſt prevent, 734 I'll allow no ſtroke. 

To Chance, though my undaunted Hero dates 1 

That Man can dare gf 
Gand. Why comes he not? 

1 know he's brave, Renown'd.in Fortin Wars 


And to his skill in Arms has ſuch a Outages 1 2 AD 


As makes a raſh Man run upon his Ruine 
Vet in his height of fury I can dare 3 * a 
My Blood defies him mortally to deatng. 
Yes Machiavel, I'll take thy fatal counſel; _ 
The Word i is Conqueſt, Death, or dünne F 


Fuer Borgia. 


Borg. So Sir, you el have obey'd your Summons, 
You muſt be farisfi'd, though Beauty ſtays, 


Though the Bride ſtay „ though Bellamira ſtays: 


Iuhat is, tho Heay'n with all its waiting glories _ 
Stops at your call, and ſtands to give you Senn 
and. Y have us d me baſely. - 

Borg. No 

Gand. I ſay you have, 


" Wighout a-Provecation. | . 


Borg. That were baſe 
lodeed: when unprovok d I do a Wrong, - 
May I, when juſtly u 4 want due revenge. © 1 
and. Yhave + your word, betray'd me baſely, 
Betray'd a Brother Om > Stars, a Brother 


| Tpbat would have burſt through all the Bars of Death, 4 885 At 


And yeilded all things to you, but his Love. 

O, fooliſh eyes! but theſe are your laſt Tears, 

And I muſt mend your courſe with Blood. 
Borg. He weeps e e 


* ever ſeen Appen like this? Hake bo e F.8 Bm 


O thou young impudent and blooming Lyar, 
Who, like our Curtezans, are early practis Oh, 
And in their Nonage taught the Arts of _ | 
But I forgo my Temper Is thisall? | 
You know Law in haſte, Rn 1 e 


* longer Conference. 2 $ ' (8:7 25 ; , ; | 


Gand. I know you 


| - But I ſhall rod Aa yes; thou 8 oF. en 


Thou that art 1 Hom a amet of de, 


7 


— — 


. ah 1 7 . „„ 4 


l will revenge the hogour thou haſt 1aEe i 1855 0 Win 
Nor ſhalt ———— — Fr! ods eli 02 
Till through my heart n 00 be . „„ 

; Draw then — * ts * "Pa xt; 2 7 5 


Bag. 1 will no. 2 4 A a ton bo.” 

Gand. By Revenge and Fury + - eee e 2s 
Thou ſhalr not paſs but on my. Repices point. , 7251 

Borg. Think not, thou young Praftioner in Amns, | xi of 
That all thy force, thou levell'd at me naked, : = 5 =" 
- Should ſtop me, if I once reſolv'd my way: . 
But I am Alon; and wiſh thee, for. t thy Ale, 


To let me pals. Thou talk'ſt awhile age 3 
Of Laucrece — but no more of that my Father, - lob >, x 
O,  feard I not his Thunder which ſo oft _ Is, 1516 


— — me if ee I roſe againſt thee, - 2 87 
ng ere this, had'ſt thou been duſt, even now 
For Fer der uſe whic late thou gav'ſt my ar, 1 * 
For that abhorr'd Conception of my Siſter „ 
| pn _ Face de ug Pente = yore: M 
y the burning Fi thou Aſhes.-/ 
Gard. Bluſh not, ner 1 65 thy 1 Brom, but wes © 


And Aare not to deſpiſe the weakeſt Arm YR Re. 
; That ſtrikes with Taſtice, Yes, upon thy Rreaſt I: * N e 
Elate, and haughty as thou catrieſt it, e NT 


I doubt not but my Sword ſhall write thee Tra r. 1 
Borg. No more-: O that I had hy ill Of 08S 


Some one Renown'd, and wintet d as 825 ſelf, 3 
I encounter like an Oak the rug * 75 

But thou art weak, and to the Earth wile 40 75 1 

With my leaft blaſt thy Head of Bloſſoms. d : $0 . 5 . 


If by thy lad fall 0 ere div'd_.. VVV 

Sodeep | in Fate, but ſometimes was decei 22 FCC 

Ido bequeath thee more than all my Duked: 5 v.46 <5 

Far more indeed than Worlds, my deautegys N „ 153 3 
and ſhew thee ! 


But if I conquer thee, .and lercy, . - 3 I 

Never love more; nor after 1 am Marti l, n= 5 1 

Dare for thy Soul to ſpeak of B e . 1 
Gard. I thank thee, and agcep ke fans mic . 5 
Which blood muſt rai * To : 
It rg nol by th by Aa Peach f 5 
ill, more than 


For ever to renounce all Lale and, F 
iy oy Eternal Abſence Bellas, 


Borg. SO te, And Is 
_ e "PHP 
[ * 8 
2, Ei” 


— 


; * 12 


20 ; CASAR BORGIA. 
Thy unfleſtrd arm: think on this Moment haas 
Thy whole Life's Joy, or worſe than Death, . Deſpair 5 
I would not win ſuch Beauty without Blood: 1 * 
But as the brave Gonſalvo, being ſhot, i, 
Mov'd not at all, nor chang'd his mighty been 
As if the Gallantry of ſuch demeanour LO ar 
Could charm coy Victory to raiſe the Seiggese 
So would 1 with my blood diſtilling Toy Tot gi! 
Anſwering her tears, lead Be//amira:on,. 
And * at the Altar with my. Wounds... . een the 
9 = . | 
eed, The word is Bellamira ·— 5 _ Fight, 8 
Hold. 501 Palante, for thou bleed ſt. 195 8 10 wounded. : 
Gand. A ſcratch. | ; 
Borg. My Father crys out, fave him on thy life. N Fight again. 


Gand. Guard well thy: life 05:8 x0 Borgia ; is. wounded 
5 | on the Arm, but 
Euer Machiavel. "fees: Gandia. 


- 


Moch. What means this noiſe of Aline? 35 
Why theſe Swords drawn? what now, my Eords, - "4 
Both wounded ? A throws Gan- 
By Heav'n, I ſwear, you ſhall proceed no further. a his . 

Borg. Tis now too late to tell thee how we quarrel, 

Look to his Wound: ſoon as the Cure's perform'd, 4 

IIIl ſerve the Duke of Gandia with my Fortune, 

But far from Rome; for he has agreed 8 
Never to ſee my Bellamira —_— 84 R 
For me—Pll to the Temple. © ROE: 
Mach. My Lord, you bleed. V 
Borg. The Skins but rac'd: e 13:6 

Would it were deep in the moſt Mörtel part; BU, pts ee HDD O07, 
So Bellamira, when the blood guſh'd forth, © ' * 

Would fink upon my breaft, and ſwear ſhe lord me, 
But that's too much to hope; what ere is doom'd, © 
L ſwear this Night to graſp the conquer d Prize: FRO VO eee 
Yes, yes, Palante, hear, and fly for ever; | To ” IT. DEP 
All the White World of Bellamiras ut7 „„ 
This Night I'Il travel ore,” to feaſt my Love; „ {2043 5 
The Little Glutton ſhall be gorg'd with Revels, | eee 
He ſhall be drunk with Spirits of delight, 
With all that amorous Wiſhies can inſpire, | 3 WOE 
And all the Liberties of looſe defire. mates, ad bern 
Sand. III after him, and at ihe Altar end bm. 94 «< | 
l Mast not * a: rag a | 


g "OF" 
— — „„ 


— 


c bon 


1 5 - Binds cad whos 1 rave and talk e ene! 
8 1 know not what; for he is generous˖ 
, | And nobly merits wa 1 1 FFF 
| Tes, happy Borgia; I will keep my wor Ae | 
— And, fins thus loft to all a .. 
1 Abandon this loath'd World. T 
be, Mach. You muſt retire. _ = 21161 3 
Gand. I will devote the fad remains of ute 8 
To the bleſt Com pany of holy Menn 
— inen a" dr he life - 
| ; s taſte clearer and more ſprightl E 
# | — their tranſports in the brighteſt Madols e ES 
F See opening Heav'ns, and the deſcending Gods: th 2 e 
Then as I view the dazling tracks of Angels, 2 5 ee ent 
Sigh to my heart, and cry, ſee there, and 2 of 
In full perfection thouſans Bellamira s. 
_Macb. My Lord, your wound bleeds faſt. 
Gand. O ——— 4 c 
When Jam ſhut for ever from the World, 
_ _- Thou tendereſi-hearted, gentleſt, beſt of Friends, — 
: Wilr viſit me ſometimes: I know thou wilt. 3 
Mach. Why do you droop thus? lean = mg poo | 
All ſhall be well. Yes, I will find a way, ION 
In ſpite of Fortune, yet clas your — e 
And pour the Balm of Bellamira $ tears e 
Upon your Wound. N HS 5 
7's Sand. Couldl but fee her once. 2 5 8 e 
= Before I die! | SOR OED 
| ' - Mach. Once, Twice, a Hundred Hi,” „ 
| | Doubt not, you ſhall ;; but haſte to your Apartment. 
Methinks if Michief had but this to vaunt, 
That, like a God, none knows her but her ſelf, EE 
It were enough to mount her ore the World; 
I love my ſelf; and for my ſelf, Hove! 1 5 Ne 
Borgia my Prince; Who does not lore himlſelF? - e e 
Selt-love's the univerſal Beam of Nature, Rn 
The Axel · tree that darts through all its Fame: 22 
And he's a Child in thought, Who fears the ſting eee 
Of Conſcience; and will rather loſe himſplf, : IE 
Than make his Fortune by another's tuin: 
| Conſcienee, the Bug bears roar, the Nurſes owl ee 
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| Haſt thou the Lzttars? © = 0: fc 
Adorn. Firſt, my Lord, e 

11 1 have breath to utter, let me telly you,.. 

Never was Martirge e like this. 
Hach. Go on. 

Adorn. The Bride in Mouming Robes was 1. 

Or rather born like a pale Courſe along; 

I ſaw her when ſhe firſt approach'd the Tem 

How, ruſhing from the Arms of thoſe that 4b, 
She threw her Body on the Marble Steps, 

When ſtrait the Bridegroom with a kindled Taco. 

Dre near, and bluſhing, ſtretcht his bloedy Arm, 
Tat b 5 a Scarf, ns LG _ the eee f 
Then, bowing, wiſh'd the Pr Perform his Duty. | 

Mach. What followd ?. 

Acorn. Urg d, or rather brib'd before. 

The e eb old Of in0's 2 115 *. 
Soon joyn'd their Hands: a om the Temple ha 
lb cd his Son in deep Diſcourſe, - 

And Eellamira blind with weeping, led 
This way. + 

Mach. I am 

Prithee produce the Letters? Come, I know 
Thou haſt em: nay tis thy own intereſt. WM 

4 Adorn. See Bellamira enters: ſtay ſome time 

5 ns FI diſcover to your own eee . 


| | Enter Bellamira. 
Mach. Madam Aal enreatawand in 5 
Bell. Can miſery, like mine, 
Mach. The dead are-only : ing: 
The dead are ſtill, and laſti hold em; 
He, who is near his Death, but turns —_, 
_ Shuffles a while tomnake this Pillow enſie, 


Then flips into his Shroud, and reſts for ever. 


Bella. My Mind preſages, e hand | 
That ſeiz d me * 5 3728 

3. Mach. In their Nonage | TK 5 
A Sympath unu 
They like 


Like Twining * both from one Fountain en, 
And as they ran, ſmiles and tears: 
But ob, mien Ts had ell ee i Curethigh, | 


9 cs BOR GIA. . 


glad onz,for I wait: wo peak wit be. 45 


ſua joynd ere l 1255 ST 6330765 0 
ether drank, oy * 8 


Toget 3 nor — nd 1 


—— m 


, * 
„ 3 ” 
is 6 guy _ oy —_— 


\ 


\ 


A fly the World. 15 8 7 1 


on guard the Paſſage 22 
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This boundleſs Word, Mp Ocean did divide * e ee ; ff Wy - 5 1 l 
And now for ever ey have loſt each other, ot „ of WEN 
Bella. For ever! Oh the horrour that invades mer bs 12 N 2M 
Thou ſeem'ſt to intimate ſome horrid Act. ae 4. 2 „ 
I charge thee ſpeak, how fares de Gendio?- et fonr ph and af, 2 el 
Not anſwer me! why doſt thou ſhake thy Head, TT 
And croſs thy Arms, and turn thy Eyes away ? bf ot 
Has there been ought betwixt my . and him? „„ „ 
Mach. There has, they fought, - VVVVVVVVVFAl 
Hella. The Cauſe, the Curſed Cauſe. oth ee = 
Stands here, before thy Eyes ſhe ſtares to Vaſt thee „ 
I know tis Thus; Borgia for me r e 8 * 5 1 
And, oh my fears, by his relentleſs hand, E 5 10 1 & » 
Perhaps that poor deſpairing loſt Fame oo Erde, 1 raft}. 0 
Spin 78 ed. 1 ſo, 9 — 1 53 af 2 101 1 5 = 5 
pite of my Father, IU renounce COA RT Held} 00365 
Forgo, forſwear all comforts i in tis * %%% > Ota. 
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7 4 * 
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Mach. Would 1 were out ont; OR SN. A Ge 
Hie is not ſlain: but, as his Surgeons „ e e 
1 fear him much. Oh would you be ſo kinn 0 
Jo ſee the Wounds he ſuffers for your fie. 
And charm his pains but 2 726308, Frogs 
© Before your Lord return. — 45 e „„ 

Bella. Alas! W | JOE - * 

Mac h. He graf] i the wii, and Seer vowd - „ 
*F would be a Rea n, a Lightning in his Grave, , ow ml 
| Where elſe he muſt for eyer'lye unpity'd.._ . ER. KS he 
Nb, on my Soul, you muſt, -you-ought to fem, TO 
Who, iE the Scales ol Joubeful Life; 3 . i 
Lies in your way : a glance, one gtain of favour - i 15 e 
Turns him from Death. Come, come, youll havomarcy:-. e 
Madam, I'll wait and — our %% ns II: 1s 

Bella. A Viſit ! juſt upon our Mamiage” to does ß 


1 * "8; 3 5 s 
Nothing but fraud and E 197 e, og kt a 


But tis the laſt that he ſhall ito receive z EY © Eh col? 6 


Therefore I'll go; Nature, Compathon, bees FFT 427 E 
And Love, far more ty: rannical than thoſe, 35 r 
Forces me on: I feel d kae . 175 '* 25 
Mach: Fear not, away: Dee - © oo. 
oK — but hats. us Beli. +. 

| Was free from all this — of the led e ee 
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1 CESAR BORGIA, 

When the great Cato gave his Friend his Wife. 
To breed him RS becauſe ſhe was a Teemer 
And after be was dead, again receiv'd her. 1 
This was before the Vandals made us Slaves, 

Who, mingling with our Wives, begot a Race 

That nothing holds of the old Lyon, Glory. 


Enter Borgia. 


But huſh, more work, and now I am compos d. LS 
Borg. Welcom,my beſt of Friends, my Machiave/! 
Let me unlade on thee my fraught of joy; 
For Bellamira's mine, her Vows are mine; 
Her Father gave her, and the Holy Man 4002 
Has link'd our Hands: Fortune perhaps, ere long, 
May joyn our hearts: However dearly bought, | 
1 ſay, ſhe's mine. RNs ent rn SE 
Mach. However dearly bought 5 I 
Borg. True Machiavel, moſt dearly ;. but alas, 
He that would reach the Mine, muſt burſt the Quarry, 
And labour to the Center Ha thou'rt cold; 
Start from this Lethargy, and tell me why, 
Why doſt thou ſhake my joys with that ſtern look? 
Speak, for to me thy Face is as the Heavns. 
And, when thou ſmil'ſt, I cannot fear a Storm 
But now thy gather'd Brows 8 75 | 
Ill weather: Lightning ſparkles from thy Eyes 
Speak too, though thunder follow. 
Mach. On what conditions had the Prince his life? 
Borg. It was agreed betwixt us ſolemnly, tes 
And bound by Oath, that he was fubdu'd 
Should never ſpeak to Bellamira more. 3 
Mach. Lam fatisfi d. 
Borg. O Machiavel! is this friendly, 
To hide the Cauſe of thy diſorder from ine? 
- Thou faid'ſt, 1 am ſatisfied; but at that moment 
I ſaw two Furies leap from thy red Eyes, 
That ſaid rhou'sr not, thou art not ſatisfi 0. 
This coldneſs of thy Carriage! this dead ſtillneſs ©. - \ 
Makes me more apprehend than all the noiſe „ 
That Mad - men raiſe: Speak then, but do not blaſt me, 
Speak by degrees, let the Truth break away, | 
In oblique ſounds ; for if it come directly. 


I fall at once, ſplit, ruin d, daſh'd for eves, r. 
So little am [ Maſter of my Paſſion, King FCC 


Macb. 


— 


* 


g 7c 2 5 4 R B BOR RG "VE 5 & 3 
K Mach. Therefore l dare not tell you. e e e | — 


| = Dore, Therefore tis horrid, a | FFF 
Monſtrous! tis ſo; therefore thou Sali not tell 1 bz 
But ſpeak; though trembling thus from head to foot, CTT 
-1 will be calm, preſs down the rifing Sighs, OE to aan SR 
And ſtifle all the ſwelling in-my heart?” rtddd 9 to 
I will be Maſter far as Nature can. 5 
Mach. If that you knew ſuch Fire was in your remper, i 
And thus would burn you up, why would you ary | Bes 
Borg. Becauſe reſiſtleſs Love! refi ſtleis Beauty DS 2 
Hurry d me on. But ſpeak, thou ſtavſt me "24 „„ 
If thou haſt Senſe of Honour, tell me Aue, . 
Speak, I conjure thee, as thou art my Freind. F 
Mach. The faults not great, and you may . es tr 1407-27 
Vet *twas a fault, I think: where did you o 
Your Bride? TTT... 
Borg. Why doſt chou es I know not where F 
This way they led her; and as I > pan JV 
Orſino, though unwillivg;-judg d it fit eee eee 
She thould retire again to her Apartment, ESE — 8595 a” 1968's 5 
That her full Greifs might have a time efowaſte. ot; aporn tt wa 
Mach. She is retir d, my Lord. W ce Er Fac nt 
Borg. Ha! whither? ſpeak: © oo ig ENTS IH. 
She is retir'd where ſhe ſhould not retire! 2:7 Thule TT 
Tis true, moſt plain, moſt undeniable, . 2 a 5 wor e 
1 know it by the faſhion of thy Wit wean Hfgtb ag FR. AE . 
- Thy accent ſwears it; mouth thy Tale no more, | . 
But ſay diſtingly whither ſhe's retir'd: of at 2 „ 
I charge thee, pray thee, and conjure thee, ſpeak; -. -/ Pics. 
For what, with whom, and on what new geen e 2 
Mach. Lou have 2 Brother. F 2 * ti 4 2 T ' 
Borg. O the perjur'd TR a4 6 oh «ft $98 B26 COTE vi FE. - 5 
1 have! what then? * . VVT „ 5 
Mach. She's witk him now. 13 e . 2 55 >, 
Borg. With whom: „ 
N Mach. Why with the Duke of Grade 5 wi your Bone. 1 Wie 
Palante, Son, or Nephew to the Pope. e * 2 
Borg. What Bellamira with him? Ponyards!. Daggers! R 
Mach. This way, but now, L ſaw her „ 4 Fe 
- Whether ſhe gueſs'd the matter by your frond, Gr TOE 2 
I know not, but with faultring ſpeech * 4 VT 
How far'd Palante, if he were in being? ee F 
Whereon 1 nothing mus mus d, but in plain Tens, rait P th 1 © 32; 
% With Moderation, told her what 1 knew OE 25 we Re EIS. 
\ 3 mm Tous eee * ſhe made! Kn 5 
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* Borg. No doubt ſhe did ; Ten Thouſand Curſes, oh — 
+ - - Goon; for yet I am a-fangleſs Lion. 
; Mach. Had you but heard when firſt his Wound I mention'd, 
Ho ſhe ſhriek d out; how oft ſhe forced me ſwear, ISAS 
And ſwear, and ſwear again, it was not mortal! 
Borg. Undone for ever! O deſtruction ſeize her! 
Mach. But when I told your hurt, ſhe ſeem d tearce ard. 


55 leſfening ſorrow yielded to attention; 8 
6 do not a) ſhe flatly did rejoice, © ts „ 
But ſure I am, ſhe fmil'd, and touch'd my Hand, 13 0 To | 
Ard begg'd me, if you came this way, to hold you. „„ 
In talk, while to the ſick ſhe made a vifi. 
r Thy Boſom be my Grave; bear me a. while 5 
Or I ſhall burſt. O Bellamira! Oh! 
Mach. Raiſe, raiſe your ſelf. Ha, Prince! is chis the e 
We fear'd. hut now, that molt tranſporting Fury? - 
Borg. No more; "Tis gone: O Marriage! now I 1 
Thou coſtly Feaſt, on which with fear we feed, 
As if each Golden Diſh we taſte were poiſon'd ; 
Where, by the fatal Tyranny of Cuſtom,” = 
Our Honour, like a Sword Juſt pointing o re us, „„ 
Hangs by a Hair. Ha! but it comes, tis fan!!! 66 


Like a orked Arrow ſtuck into my Skull. CR Od 
No more: I am deaf as Adders, and as deadly «| 0 
Mercy! no mote! th Voice is quite uncharn'd; I 0 - - 

All pity thus be dry'd from my weak Fyes - 2 e 


Here will L look my Mothers ſoftneſs 15 
And gaze till deer Fury ſteels my Soul, | 5 1 Bev 197 
Till 1 am all my Father; 255 his Form, ROLES PLE 
All bloody ore from Head to Foot with Nlaughter: | f 
_ Skims o're my polliſh'd Blade, in frowns t to haſte tne, 8 
Allach. What mean you, Sir? e e 
Borg. I know not what my ſelf! EROS: 
Off from m Arms; away. I've oftentimes bend „ 
At Princes urders, Monſtrous Births forbode; 
4 The Heavens themſelves rain Blood: Why, let it mu” 
II my Heart holds be Da with his hand 
III ſwell the Purple Deluge. Vengeance! Dau ela. OY 
Eu  eeD: Do\” 0 brave Mailer tis not 828 9 
Trłcṽyele Starts are but the haſty Harbingers 
T ᷑0“0 the ſlow Murder that comes dra n SHE PE =;N 
[+ x The Miſcheif's yet but young, an! Dy A185 r 
Iais the firſt brawl of ne- born Jealoufie- CCC 
Butñ I have Machjavellian es here „ 
4 . * n nee, i OL 
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Gy As ſhall ere long becom the Derks Manhood arr 5 95 2 Ry 
But hark! the pproaches, and the time 214 £3 | e 
Furs me in n Beflamirs $ Letters py: ber, vit. 5 IS 3 


: Ener Borgia, — 1 8 


Borg. Furies and Hell! yet &re thou 8 1055 mne, 
Let me demand thee how thou dar ſt 5 
My 5 thus? © Nr WR -A. 
Sand. | give ; thee back the Title; JJ Cab Iv CX - oc 
And have a heart ſo well allurd of des VVV 
That I diſdain to anſwer. | 8 Fo F 
Borg. Dye then, Traytor bf Nt S 5 
Bella. Hold, Borgia, ey Hear Bellanira "y oak: a wth. 
Borg. Confuſioni off: And play not thus with eee. 
| Leſt it ſhould blaſt thee too: Hence, off, I ſay: e 
Though thou deſery'ſt a Fate as ſharp and ſudden, „„ 
I will take leiſure in thy Death. Be gone. 17 „ 
ella. Behold, grab the Dagger, draw it — 5 F 
And gaſh my Veins, and tear my Arterie „ 
III fix my band thus to the wounding Blade _ 
While life will let me hold, and force thee hear mem, 
Borg. Say ſt, ha! wilt thou? 'qar'ſt thou brave me chas? 75 - 
Thus guilty, too; once mote forego my Panyard. "IX mY © 
Bella. No: draw it, Cruel; let thy bloody 0 | 23 7325 16 
Be ſwifter than thy Threats: 1 fear thee not; pol Views 
But thus will wound my ſelf, or ans altem ther. © SS EI 
Now you ſhall hear me. „ 10 * „„ 
Borg. Is this poſſible? | 1:4 BELTS ERS ITED 
Ha Borgia! where! where is . PEI e . 
Where thy Revenge? O Woman in perfectilk! 
Thou dazling Mixture of Ten T ad Cree 8s, „„ 
In one bright heap caſt by ſome hudling Gt. 
1 L= venture then, Hoe Ef, rants ns 
Let neave Breaſts, Ant, the, a on merc 25 
Bella. M 1 As have —— indeed the care I take 8 | 
T0 fare my life: No, Prince, not for my own ? e „ 
would be heard, but for your innocent ee en,, 
Palante. 2 . | 
Bang. Ba! Polame? Yes, I know thee, 1 | . 
There hangs the oy, thy Pulle, thy Breath and Maven, 5 
Blood and NY y Darling-Bleſſing 'S. 3 wn Tt 422 „ 
And more than all the Jil s of Heaven beate PRE & „ 
.- O World of Horror! O 925 on e CO PE, 
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WH: 1 | CASAR BORGIA. 


Bella. Would you but hear- 


. Borg. Come off, I ſay! tear thy frarPd Wound hare up 
With theſe diſtilling drops; come glut thy Eyes, 


Glut em with Blood; for Borgia's Blood?s thy Joy ; 


For ſay ———— when at the Altar I ſtood bleeding, 
Speak Tygreſs, barbarous Wretch, thou ſhe Palante, 
Did'ſt thou once ask the Occafion of my Wound? 


No remember thy uneafie Carriage, 


How often thou Iook t back with longing E es! 


How oft in ſecret thou did'ſt curſe the Prieſt, 


The tedious length of whoſe flow Ceremenics 


Kept thee from flying to Palantes Arms. 


and, Farewel, my Lord; think Bellawiras gultleſs, 


And you ſhall never ſce Palante more. 


Borg. Stay, Sir; come back, I know yes Note wolle, 


But the reward I mean is worth your waiting. 


Here, take him, Bellamira; claſp him; 


Lgive him thee, as our Phyſicians do 

Preſcribe laſt Remedies, to ſave thy life! 

I give him thee to fave thy gaſping Soul, 

Which would bedamn'd without him; yet 2 
There is a Deed that muſt, that ſhall be done 
Before you laugh and kiſs. See here, my Boſom, 
Strike, and ſtrike deep, deep as Pelante burns. thee 
Far in thy Heart, hot in thy inmoſt Veins, - ' 


| 1 know the curs d, the too 107d Tray tor lies. 2 


Gand. I do renounce thy Name, and to the Giver: ” 


Retort it with an equal indignation! 


Borg. Retort it ! what? 


Gard. The name of Traytor= 


Borg. Ha! 
Provoke me not, leſt as Fam i 


I cruſh thee with my hands, and daſh 8 ] 
Bella. Hold off, and hear me; noble Borgia, = me? = 


Hear me, my Lord, my Husband, hear me kneellir 
Thou, whom the Heay'ns have deſtin d to my Arms, | 
The conſtant Partner of my niceſt Thoughts, 
-Doom'd to my Bed, whom I muſt learn to love, 
And will, unleſs you turn my Heart to Stone. 


Borg. Ha! ! | 
0! ' ſuch {weet words. ne're fell from that fair Mouth 


Before, nor can I truſt em now. 'Y ) 


Bella. If you call back 


wo The Vengeance which your impious Vows let a. 
ERS. yn: n king: on your 1 255 1 ſwear 


+ ate : 


„ 


- Never from this {5d hour, never to ſee, - W 8 1 * 
Nor ſpeak, no, nor (if poſiible:) to think” . 
Of poor Palante more. e 


With ſtricteſt duty, ſerve you as my . 


As if we had been vs'd to mingle ſighgs. 225 eee 
And from our Cradles interchang d our Souls; 727... at #4 F- 
As if no breach had ever been betwixt us FF 
As if no cruel Father forc'd the OW x 5 FF 
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Borg. Go on; go on; [ſwear the Wind TY 
And all thoſe furious and;pitragious N Set arts 
Now bend another WAY. _ 7.902 be 1 
Bella. 1 will hereafter, "Ge r 


And give you ſigns of ſuch moſt. faithful He, Bi 4 re fr 9 1 bay: 3 
Thar ir ſhall feem as if we languiſh'd long, f © 07 ade 


ſo refigning as if always yours,, 1 SE 
And you ſo mild as if no other proof ip t Su 2 
But my dilhonour ere could make yo nay 8 ws wot . 
Borg. O my heart's Joy! Riſe, Bellamire.. 11e 1 5 8 
There's nothing left, nothing of rage to fright ies e 
Tou haſt new tun d me, and the trembling lin e 5; 
Of my touch d heart dance to the e, Fee 
As if no harſhneſs, nor no jars had bees 
Had theſe {weet ſounds but met my. entrance here,” eee 
_ My ghaſtly fears and cloven jealouſies, ©. oe 
With all rhe Monſters that made fick my Brain 7 $5.54 
_ Had fled (ſo ſoft and artful are thy ſtrains, ))) 
Like ſullen Fiends before the Prophets Charms, © + © 
Bella. I came, tis true, my Lord, to BY ann * 2.501 78 


But thought him on his Death-bed. 35 gg FE e eo 


Hs 


Borg. 0 more! — 55 = : 5 Tum: : b; 8 | N Eo 2 : 
1 do intreat thee mention that no more „ 25 rey eee, 
All's well; and we have mutually forgiven! R EISL, 2h FFT 
I love thee, Bellamira; therefore paſs VVV 
This Errour by; yes, for thy ſelf I love thee! VVV 
To glut my fancy with thy endleſs Chaim jt 7 1 


oy 
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And ſnatch the blealures of all Woman kind: 4 e een 
Thy fair Repentance, and thy graceful Vows, 70 
Have turn'd the eagerneſs of ſworn N e 

To ren Wiſhes for 
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Who has himſelf broke all the tyes of blood? 5 
Where is the leud Adult'reſs too, my Daughter ?, e ee, 
For I will ſtab em in each others Arms. | 

Borg. Hold! Orfins ! for revenge is now | 71 
No more; Thy Daughtet is 82 innocent. R 

And melts i into my O happy Night! _ 
Not to the-weary pilgrim half fo nes Et OSes 
When after many a weary bleeding ſtep 
With joyful looks he ſpies his long d or "hots, 

See, 1:e my Lord, the effects of our Vexation! __ 
Thus comes to the deſpairing Wretch, the glad. 
Reprieve: Tis Mercy, Mercy at the Block: | + 
Thus the toſs'd Seamen, after boiſterous Storms, SO RY, 
Lands on his Country's Breaſt, thus ſtands and gaze, - 

And runs it ore with many a greedy Look ; p 
Then ſhouts for Joy, as I ſhould do, and makes 3 
The Ecchoing Hills and all the Shoars reſound. * pl 

Orſin. Now Bleſſings on thy Heart; more Bleſſings on thee, os 
Than, on thy Diſobedience, Curſes. Take him Girl, e 
And lay him to thy heart; the warmeſt Gift 
That Nature, or thy Father, can beftow ! ——— _ 

Gand. Farewel, thrice happy Lover! never ſhall 
This Wretch again diſturb W e . 1 
O Bellamira- „ Tory: Le, cy 
Bella. O farewe for ever! | 8 

| Forg. Why doſt thou weep > and pour x ar o my v wounds 
Ne Oyl to ke * o 9 

Bella. I've done, my Lord; ; ; _ 

Let me but dry my Eyes, and I will wait t you, | 
To Death, or to your'Bed — © . 

Borg. G ill compu'd] e „ 

Be conſtant Bellamira to thy o ety  Baagy 
So ſhall we ſhine, as in the in-moſt Heav? ns. 
The fixt and brighteſt Stars with filentglory, > - - FTE 2 
Where never Storm, nor Lightnings flaſh, nor firoak „„ 

- Of Thunder comes; but if you fail in ought, 65 FE f 
Then ſhall we fall like the caſt Angels down, 

Never to riſe again: Therefore Lam thee=—— 

Bell. Fear not, my Lord. 8" 

- Borg. O! I muſt fear my temper ; e 
But I will purge it off with reſolution, „ 15 
And with a confidence thou wilt be mine- ES. Tat 
For ſhouldſt thou not: Hence Gorgon Jeatoufie 1 Hs es BY 
Cam ſt thou uncalld to ſet me on the Rack? | 
Rar wh 1 8 and N n eg. | 
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0 plague me Heav'n! plague me with all the woes og” od 7 Ry. 
| That Man can ſuffer : root up my poſſeſſons, aL CCC 


Shipwrack my far-ſought Ballaſt in the Haren; = i ore 1 ere. 


wh. © Fire all my Cities, burn my Dukedoms down, 8 N . 
I Lex Midnight Wolves howl in m Defart Chambers# | 
May the Earth yawn; fhatter the frame of Nature; 5 e 


Let the rack d Orbs in Whirlwinds round me more, . 3 7 x: 
But fave me > from the 0 of N Le. 5 Ea, 8 A 
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1 Sf Muſh, with an Epichalamium 70 Bauen and Bellamira, 2 
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i ough the Virgin: * you warning ; 11>" 
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- PEE Maids, like Turtle, 3 Cn „% 
| pA NE WR oh Bill and murmur in their Voigt. 
Thus like you, they flart and tremble, © '. 
1 A,. af Joys . VVV 


1 ; 8 y : 3 J : | SS * 5 : = ä 5 4 2: | 93 . © $147 | Hol + x 
| | - „ 
. | Graſp the Meaſure while tis coming, © i 
1 +, Though your Beauties nom are Blooming ; Se, , 0 
4 i T0-of 4 your joys will fever, Be 
pf AO part, theyll pare for ever... 25 a #15 5 34-2 nl 
„„ | Enter Machiavel and Adoma, „%%% 
Mach Pe Vg thou, 2 "IF i 5 / FEE Z: 5 3 


n | Beyond all expectation: Had y you Enn „ nr On 

A _ His graceful manner, when the bo en 
. Was laſt night by your Arms given to 2 3 Ne CO 20, vc 
1 When after ſhe was laid, Le deen d in frats, VVA 
How, N e ten dee , W 
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„ CAESAR BoR SIA 

And kneeling by her Bad fide, took her fair hand, 
With which ſhe ſtrove to hide her Bluſhes from him, Bo 
And ſighing, ſwore upon't——if ſo ſhe pleas d, 1 Eu 
If her cold heart refus'd him utterly, . 
He would forgo his Joys, though Death end. 
You muſ2. my Lord. | 

Mach. This day attend my Motion: 8 5 e Os 
Soon is my purpoſe hits, which you muſt watch, * 
FIL train the Bridegroom near Palaates Lod gings; — ; 
Whence, as you were before by me inſtru&ec 
You with this Letter (which from all the Pacquets 
J choſe, and notably ſuits our deſign) 
Shall iſſue forth, an act as Tinſpird—— N CG 

Adorn. I. fear this buſineſs, | 
Leſt he ſhould kill me: in this height of fury, 
Murder his Brother, or his innocent Lady.  —- . 
Mach. I tell thee, though a Whirlwind drove him « on, 1 

P!t make him calm. The conſequence of this 

Is rhine: He drives Palunte from the Palace, 
Who elſe may linger after Bellamira', "ps. 
And than thou know'ſt —— | 
Adorn. Iwill about it ſtreight, 
- If 1 ger clear of this, uſe me no more, 

For I have ſworn to ceaſe .- 

Mach. Prithee, be gone—— — 


faq 


Aſe me no more: For ſhe has ſworn to 1 A fx. Adorna 55 

To dip her Lady finger in new miſ chief 5a ; 

Yes thou ſhalt ceaſe to live when I have us'd Fog, & 

"TRY uſeleſs . But fee the Bridegrooms here. . 
at Borgia. CRE CM: 9 4 7 

MV Ld L give you FEAR your motion gives „ 15 


Your wondrous gallantry,” and ſprightly action. 
But has ſhe wholly yielded to your wiſhes, | 
Without the leaſt reſerve Et . | 
Borg. Oh 5 | Eby | 
I cannot tell thee ought but this; I am happy to if e SE 
Above expreſſion, bleſt beyond all hep; „ 
And ſure ſuch perfect Joy cannot laſt — F F 
Left we be Gods. O thou great Chymil Nature. e 
Who draw'li one ſptrit ſo ſublimely perfect, F ee 
Thou mak ſt a Dreg of all the World: befide. 217 Tots tral ff - 
Mach. Why, chi at firſt I told you, but you 8 Fas 0 
. N the Feng To _ with * hands, 5 


* 


: La - 
— b 5 N 1 
- 


8 tha 


, Sx \ - > - P . : 
* 9 | v3 IP? Re 2. 


Ss Hl 5 CESAR PE: + 614. I 
1 grant you that ſhe lov'd your Brother firſt,  - iy ok, 5-35-2069 
ow he's young, and handſom, has a Wie © of 
Ma ſuitable to Womans inclination, Oe yrs LIE DEY! + acne. 
A ſubtle Genius, ſoft and'voluble, eb #102 89 
That winds with their diſcourſe, and bits the Vein: 5 EC oy Doo 

*Tis true, you are not of this ſubtle Mould; Eo Here nl 

But if you have enjoy d her, tis all one, 135 5 

My life ſhe loves you: So the Act's refolv'd, - PEE 

F Leave them to manage. O ye know 'em not: 3 „ i= = 


— 


Thoſe ſubtle Creatures, when neceſſii ß 75 rg ER 
Forces compliance, ina caſe lixe w. 
Will make the beſt on t. N 5 N 
Borg. How Machiavel, the beſt ont! Ha!. Ts mear'ſ thou? EK 

HE Mo. Why thus, ſhe may, ev'n Bellamira may, 1 
2 of her- 5 will, her Vows in a a 
And all her after-Oaths, even in your Arme „ 

Beſtow her ſelf upon the Duke of Gandia. e 
75 Borg. Ha! e 

5 Nach. I fay not (pardon mel) ſhe does, e will . 

But to make good my former Argument. 
Affirm they may, they can, they will do thus. Ns V 
As for Example, though your Bellam ij 8 
Compell'd as all Rome knows to this late . 21225 3 481 i», rl 
Admits you to her Bed; you cannot think: e 
But her Palantè had been much more welcome. VVV 
Borg. Heavn e 3 Re 0 ne on 
Mach. Tis likely too her Fancy workt t that Way „„ '* 00 
=Y urg d before, ſhe took you for 77777 ˙· . 5 una, 
Tis dark, ſhe ſees you not; you are his rothe. 

Form d in one Womb, of the ſame fleſh and bloodz FFP 
Therefore ſhe yields as to foreknowyn Embraces: 5 Cit (5,81 7 02; 7 
And as you gently draw with trembling Arms VVV 

Her nicer beauties to her heaving Breaſts; ss 207 nos 19755 © 
She ſhuts her Eyes with anguiſhing delight, H LR 
And whiſpers to her heart, it is Palau. 
Borg. Cèaſe Machiavel, hold, as thou loy ſt my i. Re 500 2:0 7 Re 

I charge thee hold: O, tis moſt true I fivear 1:16 ih e FE 
Thou. know ſt the very depth of Woman-kind:: | H!.b0b0ç0ç0ç0 (. 
Teen we what thy Im 2 5 paints em, 5 e 
Charmers and Sorcere: O, -FN tell thee, „ pet 8 I 6 * 4 i4 
- Whenl the chaſteſt, 2 thought her then, 1 ee e, 
I am ſure the ſweeteſt of the Ea th, imbtacd VV 
*Twas with complainings, Machiave!; ſuch tremblings, | 1 50 : 
1 could have ſworn her cold as Winters ane” 1 Ort 1. „ 
But on I horrours En nl 1 + BN {4 $05 


ww 
= Pos _ 
. 
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. 
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Soon as ſoſt ſleep had ſcal'd her melting eyes, 

1 heard her ſigh; for till the morn 1 wak'd; 

1 Pa/ante. Ou what have we done, Bale? 

Mach. By Heav' n, that was too much. | 
. Borg. O much, - - much more 
8 For ſtealing nearer me; her glowing Arm, 

. Caſt o're my Cheek, thrice reſt me to her Breaſt 
Ev'n that coy Arm, ſo nice y-ſtrange before, 
1 Familiar grew, and circled in my Neck, 

1 With all the Freedom of acquainted Love 

And I too piti'd her, and thought that Sas 

Work'd her imperſectiy; ; but now I know, 

J find, I ſee, it was her hearts defign, 

The black contrivance of her blotted Fancy : 
Blood, Blood and Death;- thus has ſhe ſer me down, 
Through the-whole courſe of her polluted Nights, 
To be her Bawd, her moſt induſtrious Groom 
The Drudge of her damn'd Luſt ——— Palanie's ſtale— 
Mach. Are you incens'd indeed? or do you, Sir, | 
1% Put on this jealous Fit to make you ſport? © 2 Tar 
_— For if ſo ſmall a Spark thus makes you glow, 264 
9 A little more will blow you into Flanne 
Iherefore be ſerious in your Anſwer. . 
A Borg. Ha N | S 
I bou Enow'ſt before my Marriage how 1 fa * 
How when my Honour was ipgag d by Vows, SO 
Like Flax my jealous temper caught the F lame, 
And ſcarce could all her melting ſorrows * me! 
Mach. I do remember well. Z . 
Borg. But now l have enjoy d her; mark me, Meche, 335 
If L was Flax before, I am Powder! now,” © OTA 
And will fly up in general Conflagration : +. 5+. e 
Fot I would chuſe to ſcramble at a Door r. 
Make my loath'd Meals out of the common Baker, SLE 
With Dungeon Villains, wallow in the Stews, 
And get my Bread by poyſoning my firm Limbs, 
| FErepaſsan hour with her I have eſpous d. 
If but in thought conſenting with another. N 2 F 
1 Mach. I am glad to find the Genius of your Climate IT 
1 Inflames you thus; my Lord, give me your Hand- | 
i 8 Jour Soul, gather your Nobler Spirits 
And bid em ſtand to Arms, like Towns a hal 
That muſt receive no Quarter. IF 25 : 
Borg. Let me go: | FF 
So igep on threaten'ft, that I fear © ev'n thee: „ HG 1 op ir 


— 


* 


"14% her who had miſs'd the R ore, come back, 
* 'Tis mountainous to Faith; I'll not beleive (5.9006 7285 


. *For Hell 1 it 1 ne re reentd with el. 4 falſhood. | | | 5 . 


—_ Midnight Hag: thou moſt Comagious B 


| I nos conteſs that Bell 


„ CESAR. BON G14. N 0 
| And from this moment, like the fearful Plant, 5 3 — 
Shrink back my Arms from every Human touch. e N : "2 
But ſpeak, I charge thee, flip the ftrugling Thunder, "IE 277 ro 
And foil my Soul. „C © 


; 4 *1 
, . 1 a 
1 
<H 2 * CEL. 
. —— — — —  ——  —  —— — —— 


Mach. This Morning, juſt before you enter d here, — 1 
I faw in hafte Adorna croſs the Garden. 1 
And as ſhe ran, a Note dropt from her Boſo m 1 


Which [ took up, and in it read theſe Words; 
Mourn not, my dear Palante, for the time _ | „„ 
- Draws on, toben ſpite of this eee e 3 ͤ Bo rn 
We will be happ op AA FR T. 
Borg. Les, de mn ſhall, ſhe mall; JJ gt rode rn 
© vi joynꝰ em Brealt to Boſom, ſtab's em ah, 5 3 nn 1 
And clinch my Dagger on the other fide; - 3 
Mach, This, as I oft perus'd in great amazement, | 3 


And briefly let her know that I had read i 5 = ; 8 
With Menaces, unleſs ſhe told me all, S 
Immediately to carry you the Letters. 25 | ER = 
Why ſhould I rack'you longer? your Chaſte Wife „ . 
Has with the Help of this her Kiſwomaangnggd, oY 
Concluded on the date of your firſt e JJ 
- To admit your Brother... EAR Pe Ho A Ear 4 

Borg. *Tis. impolnble tu EC OS te + 4 


! 5 
— v2 * 7 3 1. 
0 4 * { * * p * a a 5h be os 4 _ 
, J : l 12 #- x FS «4 ; Ps 
1 % * % a * a . * * 7 
- 4 = 4 ” 
- y ner de a. - o — — : . 1M - : 
” ; £4 t 3 $4 © *% : 1 + * 2. 3 Lo 4 
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Mach. EI” live vs, jt raue non, nid e 
The private way from his PS, Fa... V 
Their Emiſſary comes. TVC 


- " 
1 * * „ - ” 
* - F — 1 1 l 

a 8 


Borg. O thou vile Bawd! © „ . 82 


Which Bellamira with a Stfitnpers Breach * „) ans ON 5 
| Blows to Palante, and he back to her: OS. AB) © Fo 
Whence com'ſt thou? ſpeak! what bear chow?! 1 produce is + * el 
Or will tear thee Limb from Laut 5 KY tarts s 
- Adorn. O Heav'ns! _ 3 2885 . x 
Iam betray'd.” undone; for ever ig d and L hall looſe mph 8 
Borg. Thou ſhalt befafe, 1 fiveat thou ſhalt, if th er ut 
But if thou hide ought from me, I will” rack thee, 355 1 


= 
* - ; 


2 


9} 4d] 7 on 
Till with thy horrid Groans thou wake = Dead: peek ac 2 0 
Adorn. O my Lord! J ak nn on 


7 ſent we; le | 3 
ö 5 Wo e "2 4 4 5 Ly Fe 2 00 e 5. a 2 22 p 
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AG . the whole Race, a Hecatomb to Vengeance. 


. CAESAR BOROTA. 
But ſure no him was in the Letter. e 
Borg. None, . 5 
None at all ; Hell knows her i innocence : _. £2 
But ſpeak —— | CET . 
© . Adorn. I have, my Lord, confeſs'd A wo 
All that I know, to my Lord Machiavel. h | 
Borg. Thou ly ſt, damn d Wretch! look here, and ale not urger me. 
Show me the Anſwer to the Morning Meſſage, 8 
Or I will cut thee to Anatomy, 7 
And ſearch through all thy Veins to find it out. 5 
Adorn. O, ſave my life! behold, ny Lon, this Taper: 
What it contains, 1 know not. 2 
Borg. Tis his hand. 

Mach. Be gone; and on thy life no talk of 1 Aka 
Borg. Reads. Palante waits upon your-motion. Death and Devils! 
And when you call, he comes; or the Y 8 Heep 
Shall huſh him ver. 4 
Daggers ! Poy ſon! Fire. hp FOR Tears, the Letter. 

Woe, and ten thouſand horrours on their Souls. 
Mach. What now, my Lord? _ PTA 

Borg. Of —— or Tl ſtab thee through! 5; 
Stab I could mangle, tear up my own Breaſt, "Se 
Drag forth my heart that holds her bleeding e > 8 
And © aſh 3 it in her face. LN 25 2 
Mach. Talk no mote on't; but do, Sir, do. . 


Borg. Yes Machiavel, 1 WIIl—1 will do deeds 
Grain d as my Wrongs: I will, I will be bloody x | 
As Pyrrbus, daub'd i - Murder at the m—_ ee: 
As Tullia, driving through, her Fathers Bowels 3 b . 
As Cæſar Butchers in the Capitol %% — 
As Nero bathing in his Mother 's Womb; | „ 
Wich all e Tyrants down to ous HZ 5 
Lords of the Inquiſition, black Contriveers 
Of Princes Deaths, and Heads of Maſlacres ; 5 5 
Orſino, Vitellosæo, Duke Grauina. | 
 Olrverotto too; all, all at once, 


— * 


Mach. Hear me one word. 5 
| © Borg. Bid the Sea liſten, when. the weeping Merchant, 1 
| 75 To gorge its ravenous Jaws, hurls all his r, r 
And ſtands himſelf upon the ſplitting Deck, „„ 
For the laſt plunge. No more! les ruſh cagether ; r 
For Death rides Poſt. 9 1 i 
Ab. Though Death ſhould meet m.. . 
* horrid: . , "Y crols this fu, e 


* 2g 


"This blind, Cs rage : Sir you tall 5 hear me 4 EW FE 
7 «(2:5 - "an. Barr'ſt thou my Vengeance $ 116418 cn ects <A 1 ol 
| Mach, No — ll further it: 15 1:76 1042-7 
8 ou ſhall have proof ſo plain, the World ſhall 57 N 0 1 F 
; ors 2 dear as. 22 your Brother 5 . 
hall ſay the Stroke was This Night Pp brin Ge 
Ina 2 cen x with ome Su 5 7% 3355 
| You ſeem Yabfent your ſelf; my Lord, PII bri vg you Ao 
With a falſe Key inro the Bridal Lodging: 0 870 T 
Where you ſhall ſee, even with thoſe eyes behold, C 
And gaze upon their curſt inceſtuous Loves. e 
Borg. Juſt reeking from my arms! O thou Adultees! FER. 
Whoſe Name to mention, ſurs would rot my Lungs, | ES 
And bliſter up my Tongue; Inſatiate Scylla ! _ 5 „ 
Bark'ſt thou for more? then let the Furies ſeizechee, RE ns 
' Whoſe burning Luſt damns to the loweſt Hell, N . 3353 
Smoaks to the Heav'ns, and ſullies all the Stats, 1 | BE 
Aach. Compoſe your Loo _ ſmooth down that ſtarting bar 1 
5 And dry your eyes, which fpite of this diſnactioen 1 
AY I 1 ſee are full, brim full of Ching men 8 3 
Borg. Had ſne not fallen thus, eta ten thouſand Worlds} - 3 
- Could not have balanc'd her, for Heav'n is in her;  * © = 9 
And joys which I muſt never dream of man, er 7 Fo „ 
' 1 weep, tis true: But Aachiaval, I ſ wear. 
© They're Tears of Vengeance, drops ofli vid fire: 1 19:6 (ins 
So Marble weeps when Flames Cres the O , ˙ £. _ 
| And the pil'd Oaks ſpout forth ſuch ſcalding Bubbles. ad ee, 
| Before the general blaze; for that ſhe dies, - 4,7 VC 
| Though clinging to the. Altar; Guardian Gods. © W 
Though ſtarting from their Shrines, ſhall not Leisen her: fon! 
Mach. Pretend to Night, nor is it bare Pretenges.. I. or 
For, as 1 hear, the Sinigallian Vin 7 RR 
Come on to wait you here: Pretend to Her à 
Too Bellamira, you can ſearce return e Ree aen 
Frogs, In forty hows... EE, N 22 age 5 RI 
Borg. 1 will do what 1 may. I 


Mach. Away then. PE 
Borg. Ha! methinks thou doſt* not he 3 Wn 
In my reſentment, Macbiaval, as thou ought ft: 9 „ 


If thou art my Friend, and art indeed concern d 755 J 
Relieve my wear d fury, r £5 th 5: 2 nm 
Call up friendly rage, and cur Auehnue = <0 
Curſe theſe Triumphers: o're thy Borgia's tuin. 15 
Mach. Diſeaſes wait em: Wherefore ſhohld Lows am?» . 
1 Breath W ane „ 


* —— Shae wy 77 : 4 p * 


W — 


4 CAR BORGIA. N 
That murders with a blaſt; or like the Vapours, B 
he choaking ſtench, which thoſe that die of Plage o 
Send with their parting groans, then I would curſe em | 
With Accents that ſhou'd poyſon from . Tongue. 
Deliver'd ſtrongly through my gnaſhing Teeth; 
More harſh, more horrible, and more outragious, * 
©» Phan Envy in her Cave, or 'Mad-men in their Dens. 
Borg. en Machiavel ! more, more, to lull me. 
Mach, My Tongue ſhould: ſtammer in my earneſt words; 
My Eyes ſhoutd ſparkle like the beaten Flint. 
Borg. This howy Hair ſhould ſtart, and ſtand an end, 
Ard all thy ſhaking joynts ſhould: ſeem to curſe *em. 
Mach. Nay, ſince you urge me, Sir, my heart will break, 
Unlefs I curſe m! Poy ſon be their drink. -> y | 
Borg. Gall, Gall and Wormwood, Hemlock Hemlock! quench? em. 
Mach. Their ſweeteſt Shade, a Dell of duskiſh Adders. a 
Borg. Their faireſt Proſpect, Fields of : Ba/tlishs : 
Their ſoſteſt touch, as ſmart as Vipers Teetn. 
Mach, Their Muſick horrid as the hiſs. of Dragons, 
All the toul terrors of dark-ſeated Hell. 
Borg. No more; thou art one piece with my ſelf: 
And now I take a Pride in my revenge. A TY 
Mach. You bid me ban, and you will bid me ceaſe? pint ant .. 
Now, by your wrongs that turn my heart to Steel, l 
| Well could I curſe away a Winters Night, 
Though ſtinding naked on a Mountains tos 
And think it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 
Borg. Thou beſt of Friends! come to my Arms, my EX Weg : 
Bur the time calls, and Vengeance bids us part; 


* 


** 


i _ _-- - Henceforth,' be thou the Miſtreſs of my Heart. 7 885 EL ESE 

TE” 1 Now it _ ripe the Or/ns, and Vitelli, ; DE 

= Are buri'd by my Wit without a noiſe. - „ en 
O ! 'tis the ſafet courſe, for threats are dang” Me + ot 
But there's no danger in the Execution; 3 


For he that's dead, mere thinks apon e e e bt. 
What, hoa—— 4onzo! —— #4. | | 


TTT Enter Alonzo. 
| 33 Here, my Lond. 


© Mach, Are the Gloves, beni Lient roche Perfumers 
Alonz. They are. 


| : 72 f gu 5 

Mach. Where is Adna? vit 10 MN 7: 1111 L 221 . 
Alon. She waits 5 SO 08” ese an 
E on oa tl een 


. - 
” * c — . 
— p 
„ 9 — 


- 7 


c EAR 30 RG 1% 5 


Bang me the Gloves: 8 wete eaſie ſtrangling her, ö 
But ig is Ree? 0 Tu ne Ars. 12 7255 of 


Enter Adem. 4 


With e I ſwear the Duke is Aion. 
Adorn. May I believe it? 
Mach. Be judge, thy ſelf, 18 1 have been le! 
Theſe were a Preſent from the King of Spain, . 


Begg'd em for thee. | 
Adorn. Is't poſſible £ | . or” 
Mach. Stay Madam we = ha. Wo 


One Preſent for another. Lend me the Ne. ED of” 11 
To 8e/lamire's Chamber. | 4 N 


Adorn. For whate e ” 
Mach. Nay, if we barter ch e 


Adorn. Here, here, my Lor. I : ef 4 


Now give me the dear Preſent. 

See, ice, my Lord, they are emboſs d with FE ken 

And caſt fo rich an Odour, they-o'recome me———, *- 

Help me — my Lord — O help me lend your am 

The Earth turns round wirh me] O mercy, n 
Mach. Remove the Body | 40 


Then haſte, and find the Duke of Gandia out, 10 = "ot 


Fre he removes, as he intends to Night; 

Having Commiſſion from the Pope to lead Pts 
Th' Italian Armies; earneſtly entreat him 
To honour me by making one laſt Vil & 4, F 


Which equally imports him as his Life. ee 


Enter Borgia and Bellamica. 


The Lord of Firmo, with the Duke your Uncle, 


Have taken Sinigallia by ſurprge: SEE chan 


What elſe, but meeting thy Viftorious Kiuſmen, 
Should draw me from thy Arms? yet thus divided 

But for a day or two, methinks I part, 
As Souls are ſever'd from their warmer Manfions,” - 


To wander in the bleak and: deſart eh go IS REIT 3 — * 
O Bellamira! © V3 | A SOS; 24} 113.4 ef Hol K ring dt 

Bell. Why do you figh, my Led? 9155 "eo 50 6M Aren: 
If *ris your pleaſure, let em wait you heres. 33 


— 


Or if 15 * can Are tf theſe Cn 


1 


* N | bs 


Borg. - the inſtant, Faireſt, 1 must "REV you, 2 ; 2; - 


3 


Jo the Pope's Niece; of whom >the ipod. young Duke | 3 


7 
— 


bor. 5 
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In view of all the Hiarchy of Heav n. 


Wien TOSTY 


50 CAS AR BORGIA. - 
That make you fad, I will attend you thither, > 
For while life laſts I will be all obedience. © 
Borg. Could'ſt thou hold there, how might we laugh at Fate! | 
So kindled both by Love, and by Ambition, 
How would I ſweep, like Tempeſts, with a waſte | 
Over all Lady, and Crown thee Empreſs 6 
Here in the Heart of Rome — my bright Auguſte, 
But *tis impoſſible. 5 
hell. Then you conclude, my Lord, 1 am not true. 
Borg. Why, art thou? Is there ſuch a thing in Nature 
As a true Wile No, Bellamira nd—— C.- 8 
Thou would'ſt be monſtrous then, ev'n to gerifion : : F 
For the whole Flock of common Wives would whoot thee, 
And drive thee, like a Bird, without one Feather FORD e 
Of thy own kind. | Fs ER. 
Bell. Once more upon my knees, „„ yg | 
I here atteſt my ſpotleſs Innocence, 
Borg. Still Machiavel, ſtill let us keep to death ; I! 
Our Principle, that we are duſt when —_y = 44% 
For, were there any Hell, or any Devil 
But hot enough to make an Exhortation, 
Would he not fetch her now ?. would bon not dam her > 


I do believe thee guiltleſs: Therefore riſe; FO ns atone oe > 
But ſince thou art ſo confidently cler. 
Swear De//amira, if I prove thee falſ ooo EO 


What e're I threat, nay, though I put in 10 eee 
Thoſe Menaces, thou wilt not call me Tyrant. | 3 . 
Bell. I ſwear by Heav'n I will ſubmit my life 1 . 
2 oy ſevereſt ſtroke of your revenge. ere lenge, rf 
g. If then I prove thee falſe, O Bellamira!. $74 
Nan that Celeftial Copy, ev'n thy Face, 8 4 | | 
Shall ſcape ; but I will race the Draught, as 8 1 
It n'ere had deen the pattern of the Gods. * 
Bell. Act what you pleaſe; but ſpeak no more, m 1 


For every word's a bolt, and firikes me dead. (or: ve OY oj 


Borg. If thou art falſe, and if I prove ther ſo, 52K 5 7 oof. 
That skin of thine, that matchleſs Weft of Heaw'n, 5 
Which ſome more curious Angel caſt about thee, 
Win [ tear off, though. cleaving to the Shrine. 
Bell. Speak to him, Machiavel! O fatal Marriage 
Borg. It thou doſt play me falſe, think x not Fo er; 3 050 
Thy Father ſhall be burnt ben cies A 0 e 
* O horrid 8 5 ee e of; 1; 


4 


- 


„„ - CFTR POREE 
'- + © * Dorg. Thy Uneles, Brothers, Sites 


III rack to death, and throw their Limbs before the: 8 2, 


I' take thee unprepar'd, and fink thy Soul ; 5 Fs 


What, but one Night, evn the firſt Nuptial CCC 52 be < 


To the refounding Hills? Boygia ? Traytor Borgia ©» ® 
Methinks that word, thatſpell, that horrid found, + 7 
That groan of Air could cleave the Neighbouring Rock 
Mach. Perhaps ſome buſie Slave has well „ 


Againſt your Honour r 
Some ſeeming cauſe, ſome reaſon for diſtruſt 


And love him too, or force my inclination, « © 74 


Fo ſubtly had he wrought by deep diſfembligngg + 3 


He will unfold, if you permit him leave, ; | 
_ Theoonly-means to ſave your. Father's life! hl 1 2 
Nay, and the lives of all your Family. 7 4 75 5 


2 ""& y 7 — ; 7 


4 
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All that have any reliſh of thy blood. 


x 4 


Therefore look to't ; beware, if thou art falſe, Dd NET 


Therefore, I ſay again, beware! I've warn'd thee; 3 
Body and Soul, ev'n everlaſting ruin; F 


For ſo may Heav'n have mercy upon mine 


4 


At my laſt gaſp, as I'll have none on thine Ex.... 


LY 


Bell. O' tis too plain! I am loſt, undone for ever. 


So ſought, ſo courted, and ſo hardly wonz/ è ͤ ³ | 
And the next day, nay, the ſucceeding Morn 11 2 08P 
To be usd thus Let me go, let me go [oo — 


For Ill proclaim bim — the Streets of Rane 2 
The Traytor, Monſter 0, +1: 584 | 


L eould ſhake the world 1 000 


1 


Wich thundering forth my wrongs; Hollow: his Name EI 


And ſcarce the babling Echozs from their Deng; - - A 
I 


I know not what, that chafes his melancholijßßr?ßẽññ 


: Bell, ö Thar's impoſſible! i 5 0 by | LY : | ; hor 7 Ls * 5 F | & 4 * x 2 / 
| |; - 28 F- 74.04 "2 6 PR.” F 


Andl deni d to admit him to my Bed, 5 ; 25 Y 1 10 Eh Wane 5 — 7 Ie; 2M 


P23. +. * | 
* 1 2 _— * 7 N 1 : 2 f 7 2 12 4 74 — BE 5 Ge 34 7 4 4 : G os 
Might then be given; but rhe bright Heav'ns know | -: 


1 had refolv'd to take him for my Lor. 


% 


Upon my plain and undiſcerning weakneſs : * 


But now he's gorg'd, the Monſter ſhews himſelf, © > _ 
Appears all Beaſt, and I muſt qi riss.. 
Ah Cruelty! and all my wretched Race. e 
Mach. Madam, you know how near a Friendſhip 


2 2 , + | 4." 4 
r - : grows | 1 + A 4 5 * 2 2 1 
Berwixt the Duke of Gandia, and my ſelilif 3 
After this night you'll never ſee him mormmmmeee 120 8 
Yer, ere he goes, as he to night is ordenemee . 


Bell. O Machiavel ! now, where is thy advice: 
Had I not reaſon for my dreadful feats? 8 
My Father dies; and by whoſe Hand but Borgia ?: 0 


| 322 4 


= |. CESAR BORGIA, . + 
What ſhall I do? where ſhall I go? and whither ſhall I run? 
Ten thouſand horrours? O, inſtruct me, Machiauel, : 

For I grow deſperate ! ; 8 : 


This night, for one laſt Conference: your Husband - 
=  Cannor return, unleſs he ride the Wind | 
Ia forty hours=— _ A 
Bell. Here I am loſt again: 
Should he return, and find Palunte with me, 
Whom 1 have ſworn nevet to ſee, diſcourſe, 
Never to hear of, ſcarce to think of more, PE : 
What Mountains then ſhould hide me from his fury > 
_ Yet I ſee him not, my poor old Father 
X With all his Children, Brothefs, and Relations, 
- Top, Root and Branches, alt muſt be cut down; 5 
| | Hear, Heav'n, here! I niuſt kneel to thee for ſuccour; 13 
O aid my Vertue, and ſupport my weakneſs: f 


Methinks I am inſpir' d; ſome Guardian- Spirit 

Whiſpers me, ſave, O fave thy Father's lie 

Bring him then, Machiavel, bring the Duke of Gandia : : 

Yet ſtay ! methinks 1 e —_—_ . 
My bloody Husband, with his Ponyard drawn, 
Juſt at the Door: oe ie the Duke of Gandia, - - 

He ſhall not come: Why, then thy Father dies; 2 

O horrid ſtate ! weep eyes, and bleed, O heart! 

Let Nature burſt with theſe unheard of Suff rings 
PForbid him, Aachiavel; or let him come, A 

All have their Fate, and I'll expect my Doom. — Ex. ſeverally, * 


"ME : 
** - JD . * 


„ 1 7 . 0 


ks wa _4 6—— 
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er. SCENE 
Enter Machiavel; and Alonzo. 


T Y Lord, I have been diligent. © 
1 Aacb. And always wer't my ſubtle Emiſſar,; 
My glance of Death, and Lanthorn to my miſchieff. 
i _ _ © — Alonsz. I met the Duke of Garda at the Head © 
VVV 

As you directed; and he'll ſtreight attend you- 4; 

But as I whiſpzr'd him, Duke Valentine F 
Witz a vaſt Train came up to take his leave, + 1 
Being call'd (as Fame reports) to Sinigalli geg 


Alan. 


Aach. Admit the Duke of Gandia, . 


£ E Dea. 5064 N 


4 Bat, had you ſen the Embraces, e the Vous the 
hich Borgia ſwore ſhould be inviolable, © —_ 
And ratifi dem with a parting Kiſs. 
Mach. Tis my own Borgia; a very Limb of t me; 
And when he dies, thou'lt fee me halt, Alonss, 


Enter Gandia. 


My 1058 welcom? Alonzo — _ hence=—O Princel. 
Was ever Slave ſo careful for his Lord. | 
That watch'd his Nod, as I have been for you 2, - 
Gand. I muſt withſhame toDeath acknowledge i R. 
But didſt thou know, or could*ſt thou eve how near 
The loſs of Bellamira touches me, Tre 

Thou would'ſt forgive me. 

Mach. I have excus d you, Sir: _ 
And fora witneſs. of my faſter Friendſhip, 
This Night have ſent the Duke to Sg I 
That you might take your la farewel o Love, 
And Bellamira. 

Gand. And has the Cruel Fair conſented to it? 

Mach. She has conſented, rather by on 
Than her own will; I was forc'd to tell . | 


Ex. Alonz, 


How you had fignifi'd to me, her Father N 


Was in great hazard; but if ſhe vouchſaf d 
A V ifir, you would Latte b her avi IE 


| G I ! what's this 5. a ſudden fall of Spirits — 
Alonz. My Lord, he's in's Litter thuffled up, Þ 7s 
in 2 dark Avenue behind the Palace, WE ID 
And bid me fly to tell you, Targuin's ; Poppies . 
Are hound up all together. in one Sheaf. 
Mach. Lp a 


thee, and make my Anſwet this— The Time - 


Calls for their Heads. This Key my Lord, admits you —— - 4 
Gard. Tis now no Time for thanks; z but if 9 bee Wy 


Mach. Why, this is true Italian turning b 

A Key with Machivellian ſlight of hand, 

Iwo Families of the beſt Sourhern Blood, 

Wich the firſt Prince in Rome, are quite 7 
What W * Brajg Wee cm of this 15 


- * 
n 4 A 
8 — , ö 
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Allach. Streight, by her walking Pacquet, 


Againſt the ground, bring forth the Priſoners, 


c BORGIA.. e 
. muffled i in 4 ac leak. de | 


1 My Machiavel ! 
Mach. My Prince, my God- -like Boris 
Borg. Tell me my Boſom-ſin; am I awake? 
Alive? and may I credit this thy Summons? | 
Mach. No ſooner were you gone, but your ſte Wile, ; 
Whom 1 imagin'd dead with what you utter : 
I fay, this Wife, this heavenly Wife of youts, 
 Rearing ler Head, and wiping her dry Eyes, - 
| Dropping ber Chin to make her ſmile more ſaornful, 
Cry'd out, Lord Machiavel, you ſee, you ſee, . 
5 What things theſe Husbands are, and left the Room. 8 
Borg. Racks, racks, and fire; Caldrons of wollen Lead, 
How ihall I torture her? 
She fignifi'd her pleaſure to the Duke, 3 
Who ſoon approach'd, and with a matchleſs boldneſs 
Defir'd my friendſhip in this private buſiſefs: 


L ſmil'd, and promis'd that 1 would nope. - 4 * e 


Though beheld Adorna let him in; : 
Whom ſince 1 poyſon'd, leſt ſne ſhould: ** Ref; 


The ſecret of your coming. * 
Borg. By Death and Vengeance 
could turn Cannibal, and with my teeth 75 
Tear her aljve. But let us talk no ore... HERS 


4 Enter D. Michael: 
What Hoa, Don Michael when I ftamp my et 


And execute as I (hall order. | 
Mach. Paſs the back way, my Lord; this Door i lock a,. 


If that be ſhut too, force it open, while Ges 


J ſet a Guard on this: Millions to one, 

But when ſhe hears your voice, ſhe'll hide the Due, 1 7 

And then deny him boldly to 8 TO. TOR 1. 

»Tis like thoſe ſubtle Creatures. | 0 | 
Borg. Dam em, Serpents ! ST, 


What needs this aggravation ? Reven el DET 
„ 5 like a Grey-hound mg os Ts, lern 25 
Death ſtruggles for a looſe ; I muſt be gone, 
a And lurk | in Shadows till the Murder's done. 
Hark, tis doing, the Doors are thunder d down ! 


F Ex hs. 


1 


_ Haſte, drag him forth, and put the 3 near * e 5 b 


- Thy Vows; this ſukphurous 28 N 
O Borgia. when, When ſhall my Tee end? 78 
O Monſter, rocky 


Seize him you Feinds, and Furies dam him, Gi bim, 2 | 9 
May Hell have infinite ſtories, and this Dell RY 


— 


01 for an Earth- a now to Mellow all, 11 . 15 * RL | 
CCCCF— Dee how 


| Let not a Souldier ſtir on pain of Death, 


And Execute my Orders. 


Miſcreants, Sons of Hell, and Broods of Dukes — 
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2 


All that oppoſe my Tyrant, to the Center . #2 oe Ne 


Borg. Slave run you down, and bar the Palace "Gates; | PICS Io : 4 
Till J appoint. - What's he you difarm'd ? : note Coirmugs : | 


Lightning and Thunder! Ha! the Duke of Gundis! = = 5 
Rage burn me up? it is not poſſible: HR OD oe Ro 


Bells. G Hear ns! O all ye Penne: „ . 
Is there not one, one Door for Mercy left:: od 2 
Borg. Pull of his Robes, and bind him to Ch TS5" - 


Ply him with Fire and Wounds — Les, Bellaire, * oo +; 
There is a Flood-gate — .but it is of Blood; oe 55 ©" 2 2 Tos 
A Gate for Mercy wide, as thou haſt ſhown + ' | 3 
For Honour, Chaſtity, and Bridal Vertu fo 3 5-7, Cl 
See here the Sluce 1 draw, through 3 Wande, e, 


/ 


Bella. Hold, hold, Tormgators?”: . c N= -- 7 2008 
Borg. Seize the Furies Arms, 2 5 15 FFF 
Gand. O unmerciful fb n ee. 1 
Bella. Ha! is it doing! Wretches, Villains yy OE ; IE Wwe; 


Gand. Humanity can bear no more. My Hoa: like ther! . 3 
Bella. Tis done; O the dark deed is AN VW 
O let me gather all the rage. of Woma s, #29 1 | 5 2 


And tell this Tyrant to his Teeth, he is a Villain, + eee Eb 


Gand. Mercy, gentle Borgia, MercyJ1* ! „ Es 
Bella. He gentle; then the Devils themſelves have merey, - „ 
Villain, Tyger, Helbhound, CCC 


N S 


Be d beneath the bottomleſs Foundation | 2 
Borg. By Heav'n the weeps: hete, dip her Handherhief1 | : x. 
Dip'd in his blood, and bid her dry her Eyes. Re. Be. BY — 
ella. O thou eternal ey * 1 urge — . 3 - 


Where are thy Belt? * K Es? „ 
1 3 0 * 3 | 8 3 „ 8 


Gand. I go, O Bellami ra. PS e 0010] 
Think'f thou, alas, that we ſhall know: ab 95 2 = ' © 
In the * World; 1 fear we oy not Oh! eee eee 
* be. > +: 


7 


1 c BORGTA 


Borgia farwel: "Thy Bride is innocent; Aol ins haut oc” 
Jt 22 live, and I forgive thee.— Dit 


Bella. He's gone; to Heav'n he's gone, as ſure 28 thou 
Shalt fink to Hell, thou Tyrant, e damn'd* 


Nay, thou would | have me rage, and I will rage, 


And weep, and rage, ard ſhow thee to the World, 8 bt 
Thou Preift, Arch hop: Cardinal, and Duke, e 
Thou that haſt run through all Religious Orders, 1 


And witha form of Vertye cloak d thy c 


Thou mw Son of that old curſed Serpent, 
Who daubs the holy Chair with Blood and Murders: 


But ſure the Everlaſting has a Chain 


To bind your Charms, and link you both roger + 
Hells Vicar, and his firſt . — | 


Fhotter than VESTS in all his Flames. 


Enter Alonzo. VVV 


Borg. What, hoa, Alonzo! ficangle 1 the Priſoners, 


Orfeno ! Vitellos æo: baſte, 1 tay, : £ 
Without reply. Fo 
Bella. O ſpare him ſpare my Facher b. 


And PII unſay, forſwear all hn I have ſaid: 
O, I have play'd the Woman now indeed, 


A lying, fooliſh, vext, outragious Woman! | © © | * 
To ſer your Wrath againſt the Innocent: 
There was a ſeeming cauſe for the Dukes Death | F 
And mine; But, Oh! what has Or /in done? 5 


Or{ino loves you: Oh, that good old man! 


Your Father For ſo a thouſand times 


I've heard you call him, ſeen you kiſs, 118 + embrace him? 


Therefore he muſt nor, cannot et. 
Borg. Alonzo! <1 : 385 748 
Alonz. My Lord e a 
Borg. Slave III ſtrangle BY 5 Corn 2 
With my own Hands! if thou delay'ſt my hence ka 8 
Say, Villain, what, not dead > © 
Alonæ. My Lord, they a © -;- . | 3 
And, if I live, you ſhall repent this Manta” | lau, 6 f 
Borg. Go, draw the Curtain; glut her Eyes with Den, 50 
And ſtrangle her: My Veins are all on Fire, 


And I could wade up to the Eyes in blSod. + 6 e 
Draw, draw the Curtain. | 1 


[Orxſin: Vitellez. D. Grav Oliverxo, appear diſgu ited, 
Bella. Gorgon, * Horror wa,. 7 Pp 2 5 DOE 
NN N 5 . 


| „ CESAR note 12 ö „ 
Let! will ſhoot through Daggers, ruſh cava n 5 5 
To elaſp him in my arms, O wretched Paul, 3 8 
O noble O-/ix, what quite cold? pale, dead ? .- oo os bag 0 
And you, dear lmapes, will yon wt M 
One gaſp of breath, one groan, one laſt farewel? e 
Horror ! Confuſion ! and eternal ſhame F 


1 Light on thee for this deed : I tell thee, Borgia, ee e py 
5 1 ſee thee on thy Death-Bed, all on Fire, d eee e, 
As if ſome Helliſh poiſon had inflam'd 6 „ 
I ſee thee thrown ten Fathom ina Weill X 

Yer ſtill come up; like Etnas belching ae,, cr 0s 
Brog. 1 hope thou wilt go mad, — — 4399 
f Bella. Yes, Tyrant, thus, thus to thy face I 2 . „ 
: And tell thee in deſpite of Threats, ere * CFF 
Thou and thy holy Father ſhall be ſeiz d, 13 25 + „ 
And carry'd to the everlaſting Goal z 2 


| From whence not all your Span Cardinals. 
TEE - Your Bailiffs, in red Lok ſhall redeem you — 5 „ 
. Dye i in thy*propheſie; A/onzoend her:: | Ge 
Bella. Thus, on my knees then And for terror to a. . 
Hear my laſt prayer, and mark my dying words. 2 
If I in thought, in word, in private act . x 2a 5 
Have yielded up this Body to the Am e #5 + 2.47970... 
Of ought that's Mortal, but inhuman Borgia! 7 ese Ol 


Oh thou imparcial and moſt awful Judge fi Y 
Shut, ſhut thy gates of bliſs againſt my Soul; 7 
But if my tortur'd vertue merits glofr. 1 k 
Pardon my {railties, ſee with what joy — >36, 0 
1 leave this life, and bring me to perfection. bebe Dry „„  _ 
| What, at her Death] ſhe that been a W - 77 
And fear d, 2 Hell, yet to depart a Lya i 1 $5; „CCC. 
But how know I that ſhe beliey'd a « 5 e SUL ART A 7 
Or why with hopes that in the pangs of Death 5 "6 e — 0M 
I would reprieve her, 1 5 ſhe not deny HS 27> ite. 7 1 
Her Whoredom to the laſt? but that's unoarueal.1 ett +. > 
What wouldſt thou then? I will no more of tins, | : Xt %%% 
| It clouds my brain: Hence, Alonzo beat, 55 
Bear the Duke of Gandia s Body to the Fib er 1 2 e 
I ſome cloſe Chair, % Ak his neck a Weight, 5 5 5 . | 
And plunge him the Bottom. 15 : 
Along. My Lord tis done. Ex. eben the Bol. W 
5 Borg. 1 ſwear I have been crueFro-my elf. B 17 $4 4. > - 4M 
Fer that I loy'd her, 18 as true, as ſle r 2 . 
| * the eaſe « on't: me ee ; ĩ JP ks . 
4 . 5. . TE : MY 


c v0 


„ 8 Eibe Mackizvel. FAT ts 


"Ab. Ha! -this-1 is ſtately Miſchief! what my four Foes 
Of Florence ! but they are dumb. Fa! gazing there, 
I like not that 
Borg. Her Lips are lovely ſtill; 
The Buds, though gather'd, keep their Damask colour 4 
Yes, and their-odour to! haſte Machiavel, 
Ruſh to my aid: I grow in Love with death, 
She ſhall not dye! Run n an hirher c 
I will recover her again! 
Mach. Again to plag ue? 4:27 £3. 
* meet again another "Duke of Canis >” 
Borg. Death on that thought: -no, let her dye, 110 rot; 5 
The damn d Adultreſs ! periſh the thoughts of her. 
Ha, tell me, come: I will no more of her. 


How ſhall the bodies be diſpos d? 1 ſent bo #t | 


My Brother to the Tiber. 1 
Nach. That's a trouble, , SOT 
T'11 find an eaſier way for theſe, wa ner 

That ſleeps within my Cloſet. . Go Don Michael, 
Bury em all together in quick Lime; 

In ſome few hours the fleſh-will' be conſam's 4 $4. 
Then burn the bones, and all i duſt and athes. 


I. Draw here th Curtiins 0 en . 


Borg. I ſwear this body ſhall not be conſum'd; 
PI have't embalm'd to ſtay a thouſand years. 


O Machiav#l! I ſwear, I know not why, 


But with a World of horror to my Su 
With tremblings here, Convulſions of the heart; 1 b 


As if I had ſome God thus whiſper to me. Ter L Je Wo? 


Thou oughrſt to grieve for Be!/amira's Death: | 
Mach. My Lord, a very fond and fooliſh Fancy. 
Borg. 1 ſay, my Lord, your Policy is out: 
Fuel and Hell ! how-fhould you ez of Lov WY 1 
That never lov'd ? Thou haſt no taſte of Love 
No ſenſe, no reliſh —— why di id 1 truſt thee then 5 
Had any ſoftneſs dwelt in chat lean boſom, Wk W * 
My Bellamira, now had been alive: 8 * 5 
Though I had cauſe to kill her, chow aal ng none; 's a 
Jo jet me on, bur honour, jealous Honour! 
Oh the laſt night! I tell thee, Polititia!! 1 


When ] tun ore the vaſt delight, E curſe thee: CANE at; = 


And curſe my elt; nay with I had been found 5: 


* 


by 


Y 


= 


-Dead in ber Arms; bur raks her, bearer hes. 
And thou loviſt me, drive her from my Memory. 12 2 remove * 5 


To call you back. 


And thou moſt opportunely has remembred: 
You know twelve Cardinals were then created, 


CESAR BORGIA. 


Tell me my Brothers Murder is diſtorerd  - 


That the four Ghoſts are up as in Arms: 
Say any thing to make me m 
This Melancholly, which will elſe deftroy me. 


and loſe 
Mach, 1 hear the Pope has ſent to Neale, 
Borg. By Heav'n, I had forgae; © 


— * 


That ſolemn Morn that I receiv'd the Roſe, 


And I will tell thee, half thoſe Fools are 1 
That bought ſo high, ſnall veil their Caps for ever. ob” 


Mach, He mends apace; 'tis but another ee 
And then this Love, this Ague Fit is loſt, 


Borg. I ſwear——V1l to the Wars, and were return 


That men>-d ſo of late. 
Mach. Why, this is Borgia. 


To Rome, till I have brav'd this haughty F 


Come, come, you muſt not droop; look up,my Lol. 


Methinks I ſee you Crown'd Rome's Emperoùr. 


No doubt, Sir, but among your glorious Mlandes,. 


You'll find ſome Woman 
Borg. Ha! no more, I charge thee. 


I ſwear I was at eaſe, and had forgot her: 


Why did'ſt thou wake me then, to turn me wild, 
And rouze the flumbering « Orders of my Soul? 


- To my charm'd Ears no more of Woman 15 =", A 
| Name not a Woman, and 1 ſhall be well. 


Like a poor Lunatick that makes his moan, 
And for a time beguiles the lookers on; 
He reaſons well, his Eyes their wildneſs loſe, - 
And vows the Keepers his wrong d ſenſe abuſe: | 
But if you hit the cauſe that hurt᷑ his Brain, 
Then his teeth gnaſh; he foams, he ſhakes his Chain, ' 
His Eyeballs rowl, and he is mad again. Exeunt. 


1. Exec. The Coaſt is clear, -and all the Guards: 
. 2: Exer, Hark, hark; what TE was 1 68 
2. Exec. The Cock ſtruck thr 


8 
4 41 


3 


* 


Enter one Executioner with a dark Laibe followd 8 4 3 
= diflance + 3 they Part often, Took up and down, and hew rouhe . 


are Gee 
—_ a ys p- ©: 


by 1 ; 2 


5 22, 5 
* 


2 2 NI {a 


2. 2. Expo: . £ 


FP 3 


7 ane how this Golden art is deriv'd: we 


„% _CASAR BORGTH: 

| 2. Exec. See, the Moon ſhines ; ws and call our F lows. 

Hem 10 em; that's the Sigg. : 6 
Exec. They come, they. come. "ol 


Emer Four nee ee more ; . carry 3 Body ed the 
Duke of Gandia in a Chair; z the others follow, and — behind - 


Exec. So—ſet him down, and let em bear their part, 
For I am weary —— 
4. Exec. And fo am I: I ſeat, but dis with ſear. 
1. Exec. Make no more words ont; take him from the Chair, 
2. Exec, A ghaſtly fight. The Weight about his Neck 
Has bent him almoſt donble : I'll not touch him —< - + 
2. Exec. Cowardly Villain . my Princel q Maſter, 
The F 7 may _=_ eee : 
4. Exec. oyn alt togetne | 
And hurl him o're this Wall - FH the Titer. 
Exec. Fly, fiy —T hear a noiſe: The Guards, | the Guards. 
3. Exec. He lies, he lies; the Coynage of his fears; 

Once more, I ſay, joyn all your hands together. 
Remember the Reward, two thouſand Crowns 
A Man: but for that Milk. ſop, I ſuſpect him; 
Therefore lets watch our time, decoy him on; 

And when this buſineſs is a little o re, 
Strangle him in ſome Corner, leſt he prate 
Of what's done. Now, nows the time, away = 


_ They joyn "all together ; take him by the "BK and nd Burt 
him over the Wall into the Tiber 4 noiſe is beard, as of a Body 
falling into the Water — They look about once e then rn ; 
Lake up the * and run aut = Seen / To 8 


— 


Ez 7 


SCENE: ot 
Enter Borgia and Machiavel. : 


Mach. Though Orſmo, the Vitetli, and Colonni © 
Are huſh'd ; he Spaniard, and the Frenth, no doubt 
Would buy our 'riendſhip at the deareſt rate. 5 
Nay more; I yield you Lord of Tſcanß,, 
And Maſter of ſuch Forces as might maren 
Againſt the haughtisſt Power of — „% 
But Prince, forgive me, if I am too free; 15 BR INT} 
Do you remember whence this Glory: , 1 


4 
99 


This morning, being early in the Vatican,” 1555 


 CASHAIBOREFTA. 
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* The Pope——fram that rich ſcource theſe Cutrents cowl: « 


And when another Pope ſucceeds, who knows: -: e lee e 4:2 A 

But he may ſtrip you bare of all thoſe Honours 

Which this has given, and turn you to the Nena. 5-744 aha at 
Borg. No, Machiauel, I am prepat d for Fare, a) N 


Though Alexander ſhould expire to night. Ih 5 b . 
Firſt, who is left of all the Families 50 v8) 100 br 4 8 0 


; a” ** 1 
„ *- — 
» 


I have defac d, if a new Pope were made, i 297i2 1937; 311 


To ſay I wreng'd em; none 1 e Ex 2 . 


Iis not my way to lop; for then the Tena ts 
May ſprout again; but root him, and he lies „ 


* 


Newer to bluſter. But I will tell the, Ki 31.18 r 
Quite to unhinge that hold, no Po 5 es call ee nn et 
iv 


Be fixt in Rome, while Borgia is alive, n e a wt. 
But by this band. The Gentry are all mine 85 * + 5157 
For ever, gain'd by Preſents and Preferments: FFP 
The Spaniſb Cardinals are mine devote... 


What then can Fortune do? I laugh at her; * "ka 
Spurn all thoſe Shrines and Altars, which weak —— : 


Hero's and Fools, devoutly raiſe to gain ger.. * 287 5, 


Mach. Vet hear me, Borgia, hear the oddeſt 1s 
That ever Melancholly cold the World. „3 


Far in the Library, at the upper end, 


| Methought 1 ſaw two ſtately 8 M 
_ - Lying at adiſtance, wrapt in Linnen Shronds: e OT os 


Approaching nearer with a ſtedfaſt gaze, "vi 
As now. look upon the Prince I honour, 4 gt ts 
I ſaw the Figure of the Pope your Father A 
Stretcht on the Floor, pale, 8 cold od dents, e 
And by his ſide, with horrour upon horrou r. 
And double tremblings, ſaw my Lord, your ſelf, 1 
My very Cæſar, like a new- laid Ghoſt, 455 e 828 
Swoln black, and bloated, while your inclos d eyes: K bs 


Wirh all that are conſpicuous in the College: ore een 3 68S +; 


„ 


All blood ſhot, fixt on mine their dreadful bens. 


Borg. Fumes, fumes, my Machiavel, the effects of : w., K 


' Groſs humours, fumes, which from thy thicker blood 


Stream up like Vapours from a foggy pool. 5 = 


Mach. I amapt to think it but a leap: of fancy, 


A jading of the mind, which, quite tired out i: X* S 55 | 
With thoughts eternal. toil, frites from the road: 404 45 


Yet, as yon prize your life, let me ee Wut 5 b 177 


Beware A L/canio, his long red Coat 


n mortal and invetrate Foe oy NUTS RS | tb 0 5 
V pt; ; 


| CAESAR BORGL4 
Borg. I know him Machiavel, and ſooth him * 


As he would me. . e ert 94 


That he, chat ſcarlet poiſonous Luxury, + 
- With his adherent Brothers, ſhall. this ug 
Even in the midſt of Kiſſes, Oaths, Embraces, 
Burtt | in the Vatican, and ſhed their Venom. 
Mach. Your Father is a Maſter of his breaſt, 
The occaſion gives new life, freſh vigour to him, 
Even at the very verge of bottomleſs death, 

He ftands and ſmiles as careleſs and undaunted, 
As wanton ſwimmers on a Rivers brink 7 
Laugh at the rapid ſtream. | e 
Borg. Therefore my Friend, e 
Let us ; deſpiſe this Torrent of the. World: 2h 
Fortune, 1 mean, and dam her up with Fehces; | 
Banks, Bulworks, all the Fortreſſes, which Vertbe, 
Reſoly'd and mand like ours, can raiſe againſt her 5 
That if ſne does o're-· flow, ſhe may. at leaſt | 
Bring but half Ruin to our great defigns :: 
That being at laſt aſham'd of ber own weakneſs, x 

Like a low-bated flood, ſhe may retire LESS 
To her own nn and we with pride o' re- :00k her; 


Enter Don Michael aud the Butler. e. 


D. Mich. My Lord, your Servant waits as you appointed. 
Borg. Are. my Proviſions come? | 


* 


Burl. They are, my Lord, _ , 


& 
o fa * 
; 8 


Borg. Do you remember what 1 gave in charge? 12 b 


But/. That none ſhould touch the gilded flask of- wine. 
Borg. I charge thee none, but ſuch as 1 HR GONE. [72 

Don Michael, 4 my Father yet arriv'd ? rh 457: 

D. Mach. He is my Lord, and Sone. „ 

Borg. Say ſt thou? 


D. Mich. "When firſt he enter 'd; quite o recome e ich hear > | 


Thirſting, and faint with the hot ſeaſons rage, 
He call for wine, and though dilſwaded from it, 
Drank largely, mingled with che Cardinals; 
And walk'd, * laugh'd, play d with Columbus Boys, 
Heard their rude Muſick, and beheld : em dance z 
When on a ſudden ſtarring up, he ak d 
For you, my Lord; bow'd, as his Cuſtom i is, 
With deep humility to all, defird em 

Jo fit, and fo went out but mich a-prowiſe. | 

Of a moſt quick retun— . 


Scene draws, and diſcovers a Chair of State under 4 Canopy, a large 
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Enter Aſcanio, Adrian, Enna, Ange, two Cardinals more, © 


Aſtan. My Lord, che Vatican Society, BY 
Who were oblig'd to ſacrifice this night, 
As every looſer Genius ſhould inſpire, 


To Air, and Wine, and warmer 'onverſarion, 


Grow dull for want of you: His Holineſs _ 


Hlimſelf's retird —— Therefore let us entreat ou 


” 


"es" 
5 ** 1 * 
4 


— 


4 7 4 

. 4 þ 2 7 * 1 — 2 

. . * . 5 3 + N ) 2 
2 , F « l f — 

- of 4 5 i 

* 5 £4 | 
| F T0 4 2 | ; 12 
— 
1 = 
T — 
＋ ; s : ” 


— 


Borg. O my good Lord Aſcanio, 1 am born — 


To be at your Command — my Lords, I wai 
Sirrah, remember him — I charge the fill 
Of the gilt Flask to him —- . 
Butl; My Lord 1 hall. 
This Wine is ſure the richeſt of the World, 
Becauſe be charges me ſo ſtricly of it: 


That CardinaPs a Friend, ard he muſt taſte it. Eo 
Aſcan. Lord Machiduel,you have ben charitable, I thank your loves 


Nay, with my life, I thank you —— — 


- 


. Mach. My Lord——1 wiſh you would explain your ſelf” © 
Aſcun. It needs not Sir, for this the meaneſt know, OE. 


© The Rabble, baſe Mechanicks talk of murders 


I faw a ſweating Weaver in his Shirr, 
Ran puffing with his Shuttle in his hand, 


Io ask a Neighbour Butcher of the news, 


N I 


Who wich his Knife in's mouth abcupcly tells 


Or ſino's death; yes, and his Daughters too 
Then comes a Taylor with-his hair tuck d back, 09 


Behind his ears, on tiptoes, in his Sliprers, - 


And crys in haſte, the Duke of Gandias murder d:. 


Then ſpits upon his Iron, caſt up his eyes, 


Threads through the Company, as twere a Needle, 5 | 4 Fs b- 
And vaniſhes ; no more, my Lord, I thank uu. 


Nay; by my life, -but for the Company, 


Fd kiſs the bottom of your Robe; your Lordſhi Ae: „ 
' Your Highneſs ſervant: My Lord, let's drink 1 


His Holineſs ——— Bur in my heart, Iſay, 


Borg.. Lord Machiavel, you are my Gueſt to night: 


Were the Society made up of Gods, 


As ſure it is of Saints, Spirits above ee, 
The common Elevation; yet this Man. . FC 
27 s N . « | 7 * W - { ; * 
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4:66 CESAR RBOHDEX © - © > 

Would not be ſet to wait, but fix'd among em, . 
To dazle with the brighteſt being here. | 
Wine there ! — My Lord Aſcanio Sforza, 

Health to all here, — to the general joy ·—— (remis 
Aſcan. Fine work, my Lords, fine work, I lay, look to'r, 
| The Duke of Gandia 8 murder d. i 
Adrian. *Tis the common rumour. DE Og 1 
Enn. The Pope this morning in the 9 5 ED 
When firſt he-heard the News, leap'd from his Throne, wer” 
Croſſing his Reeaſt; and looking up to Heav'n, 
5 Haie vow'd hereafter, molt ſevere amendment, | 
= - * As from this time to faſt for Forty hours. 
And all his life wear next his humble, Fleſh, 3 - 
A Shirt of Hair. 3 
Aſcan. A Shirt of Hair, bating Lucretian nigfts: 
She'll not endur't ; look you, her Skin's too render : 
A Shirt of Hair, 2 very prickling Penance. * 
Now, by my Holy dame, meer Letchery : 
Don't I know him? Slave, more Wine, 1 y; 5 

Pill up my Glaſs: Come, come, my Lords, tis time 
To look about us, and reform the Church [ Drinks. 
Prune it I ſay; ot elſe like Babylon, 

Like Babel's Whore, twill run up a to ſeed. 
Hark you, Lord Ange. 
Ang. My Lord. f 
Aſcan. My Lord of Enna too; we four are 
As one Soul: This Pope's a very leud 
And wicked Head; — - he's never well, but 
When he's plotring Murders, Why, look you, Sits 
If a Man cannot ſpeak his mind of Xs 

State Affairs,. but he muſt ſtreight be 2515 
Dogg'd by Hell- hounds, Blood-ſuckers, "Decoyers, _ - 
Raſcals, that watch to throttle him in ſome | BY 
By: corner, then quoit him like a Cat into 
The River, tis very fine: Now by my Holy- dame, 

It may be our turn next by the Maſs it may; 

1 ſay, my Lord, it may 8 _ The Indian n Beje 4 dance. 
Ha, my Lords, how do —_ -.- = | 
Like -4 motion ? Very pretty, very ha v4 > „„ 

O brave Columbus! More Wine there; a bigger J- 
Glaſs: Til drink Columbus s health Now, by y my _ W 5 
Holy-dame, I am frolickſome, and will be active. 

Ha, my Lords, ha, 1 learnt at Paris, when I was 
A * z yet theſe are oy, PRES Tor 5 bre 


ku 2 


— * 4 * , * 
8 | " * 


3 


RY Fl 


I judg'd the Wine moſt Excellent, and B 
Fart Sf it to your Father: — SES 


Thou gay? me Wine too from rhe gilded 


CESAR BORGTA. 


Enter D. wichtel. 


D. Mich. M Lord, 1 tieve to brin you Mora 3 Ee; 
ubs My 5 = Xn > aa 7 


lent, yet in fome few 
Muſt wound your Ears; your Father's dead. 25 
Borg. Hence, Rayen. 


Thou Boder of the blackeſt deed of death! 
My Lords, this Villain ſays the Pope's dead; 


Went he not hence but now, ſound, — and I healthful, 


And promis'd to return? 5 5 
D. Mich. My Lord, he did: „ 
But tis moſt certain, ere he went from hence, Oh SE e503 ape 


As all our belt Phyfitians give an Oath, 


He was by ſome pernicious Traytor poyſon'd. * 15 e ee Ti 4 


Borg. O Machiavel, where is our Forecaſt now + 2 


My heart miſgives me, and my boſom's hot. 


Who miniſtred ? who gave my Father Wine? 


D. Mich. Your Servant: for when firſt your Father NAS. 
Eis own Proviſions were not come. | | 


Borg, O Confuſion! 


f A0 me Villain! ha ! fil'd you his Wine? TY 


. Butl, My Lord, I did. 
Borg.What, from the gilded Flask: > why doſt thou güne 


Horrour conſume thee, gnaw thee, burn thy Entrails, - 
Wilt thou not ſpeak ? 

Butt. My Lord, hy your ſtrict Charge, | 
That none ſhould taſte thoſe Flasks bur whom you order 4 


Borg. O damn'd Dolt! 


 Curlt, ſenſeleſs Dog! Now, Machiavel. e426 me? 2 


Ha by the Furies that invade my Breaſt, 


And crumble all my Bowels into duſt, 
L am caught my if! ! Speak, tell me horrid Villain, | 


Or will have the dra Thouſand Pieces; 8 
lacks "a I tor 1 : 


Torn by mad Horſes hke the fleſſi of 


Come, double damn thy ſelf, and ſwear thou didſt not. 
Buatl. My Lord — I muff confelsT ewe the ſame 
Jo you, peu} was directed for your Friend, 5 


My Lord Aﬀtanis.- ©. - 
hs Take thy reward chen, which the Devil ebend 


Into my Breaſt, thus gives thee back again 
Archive, Oo do not look upon me; 75 
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66 . CESAR - BORGTA. | IE. 
I am blow thy ſcorn, thus vile caught, N 
* O baſely, baſcly fold by own wild. 
I A ſcen. Oh, oh, oh — I have my ſhare on 't too, the Devil 
Thank you——Fire, fire, fire oh my Guts brimftone 

And fire . haſte there fly for Antidotes. | 

Eorg. None, none-on Earth, V 

7 I rell thee, Prieſt, can fare thy rotten Carcaſs ;* J 
No Cardinal, lye down, lye down, and roar, . e 

FRE Think on thy Scarlet fins, and fear Damnation. 9 

Aſcan. Legions of Furies here, Heli is broke looſe, 
And all the Devils are quarter'd in my Bo-wels. 
Run Slave! and for a laſt revenge, produce © - x 

5 His mangled Baſtard — that's ſome pleaſure yet. 
Be. O Machiavel, thy hand, I am all flames; 
* | Yee thou ſhalt hear no noſe: fir down, my Friend, | 3 

Upon the Farth—— for there's my Manfi on now, 8 1 
Duſt, and no more — and yet granny _ hard - 
That this Elaborate Scheme of mighty M 

This Parchment, where the Lines of ms greatneſs 

By thee ſo well were drawn, ſhould by. the hand 5 8 - 

of {cribling Chance be blotted thus for erer. ä ; 

4/can, I burn, I burn, I toſte, 1 roſte, and my Guts fy, 5 
They blaze, they ſnap, they bounce like Wan, N Cie 41 
End Crackers: I am all fire. VTV 
Mach. Is't poſſihle that you can bear the pangs FCow»'Lkf̃ OW: 
Of violent poyſon, ' thus unmoy'd.s Rh N a int 
Bong. 'Tis little 5 5 

To one reſolv'd: No. let the . Stateſman, 8 . 20080 
Women, and Prieſte, whine at the thoughts of death, ons MP 

For me, whoſe mind was ever fierce and aQive, 5 | 

Death is unwelcome, only for this reaſon, 

Becauſe tis an Eternal lazineſs 


— 


* 


> 


Enter Alonza, leading i in Seraphin, irh his 2 aut, Eq of; | 
And Face cut. | „ 


Math: I muſt confeſs my mind, by what 1 ſaw 


This morning, and by what has bappen d ſince, 
Is deeply ſhockt, even from her own Foundation. 


Y Aſcan. Bear che blind Baſtard to his is Eacher, 89, " 
| Þ- And bid him-laugh— oh! | 1 5 
13 . Mach. Horrour'! new horrour! . 
| My Lord, your Son, _ that moſt OM Cardinal, e 
| Mangled an blind. SY TT 
; 1 Fe . Borg : 


Fe 


© Boy ' Why doſt thou pepe ft c 
is all the work of Chance, and Trick of keen l Ys OS 
Let this methinks is dere e ae ee e 
Come hither Boy ——= -.. UISTARE we? 280 15 . I 
4 Fe 2 
Serap. Alas, 41 hear your Voices, = "Vu 5 S$9Y5 310 v7. ; . 881 (iS : 


Fe — 
And cannot find the way; 23 o 
But am like one benighted i in 2 Wood. N Gs 7 ate AT 


Borg. A Wood indeed; Ja 37 en 


But oh the Brambles there have 50 ae ee FE 


Serap. O Father, you ate arm'd, : and hape eee 5 i; $1.30; 


Will you nor, for your Serapbino's ſake, pf 17 4 0 


And tender of me: oft⸗times have yen held me; \ 2 ; ating avy - 2 
Faſt in your Arms, and ſmilu, and plaic with „„ rs mT © 


— 


f Then fay me an Oxe hide and adde me,! . OF weg fabab . 


Cut dewn thoſe Thorns that prick'd out bork my Eyes ED 0Y- 
I know you will; for you were always kind gs od 


M ds 


, 
14 1 
Ty © = 


Thoug g ar fe ker e e 5h ee 
And call'd me little Eyes, little indeed, re a6 1 8 od 
For now they're out, and all my Face 1 is cut: | 0 24g e 
Ber: | the have ſtarv d me TOO: 77 Ea 75 9 if IRS 3 5 ＋. 

Borg. Death and Horrou!“]ef! 114k} 14 = liver 5 


Fries Why do 5 preſs ane thus berman you — 55 4 8 


ee” . 
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W e Oh! Her Dent! Bail e by 


Borg. No, Machiavel,. tis now fit: ime to raves: wad age IE,. 
For I am now enteg d that een (tho ns 


That 1 will live even in deſpight of Fortune; 6 cid baranels of 


* . — 0 — 


Stars! Fates]! and All the Jugglesof a Heaven. _—_ 5 


£ "Hence, bear me, Slaves, and plunge me into Dic, ud g l n 


Ber n e e ee id 10 ba 22 45 4 


Till I have quench't this Hell within my e. 5 6047 Tor m8 


Like Hercules in the Nemtan-s kin 2 


Tiki all my poiſor'd fleſh like Bark pills n 1 
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R e ee 
„ me White: are our Guards? % Lords; Thudg it fit 
That Machiave/ and Borgia ſhould be ſeis d. 

Bor. Seize me! whar fawey Preiſt duiſt ſtart that motion? 

- Am 1 not Tyran: here? The Lord of Rowe ? 

Does not France dread my Frown?. and Spain adore me ? 

Who then dares talk of ſeizing me? what, he? 
© Ii This wag tail Preiſt, with the black picked Beard, . 

That ſcowrs the Country round for freckled Wenches VVV 
Or was ir you my Lord of Enna? Ha! 5 
Het where's my Majeſty > or vail your Cape, 
Jr L will trample you beneath my Feet ? 

Tou, Ange that could proſtitute your Siſter 

_ To gain a Hat? lye there Lord of St. Peter: 

Fon Cardinal ad Vincula, you pack of Hell hounds, 

3 That trace me by the blood. on F fay,. -- 

On to the brink of Hell: Fhence Funke together, 
Where, on his Throne, behold the Maſter Devil 

With a 1 of glowing horns red hot 

Jo gore you for your lives incontinence, 

Tou Raviſhers; you u Virgin Pioneers, 5 is 
You Cuckold-makers-of the forked World. 18-2 
Auge. Where are our Guards? 7 

2 Borg, Hark, I hear ? em 4 2 . 
Or is it Dooms-day? Ha by e 
And ſee, 9 and Earth, and Air are all 8 „ 
On fire: the very Seas, like Moulten glas, ; 1 
Row! their bright Waves, and from the ſmokey dr e 
Caſd up the glaring Dead: The Trumpet Jounds, 
And the ſwift Angels skim abont the Globe of 
To ſummon all Rome. is call de 8 
Work, work for Hell. Hoa, Satan! Belgebub!” ER} 
| Belial, and Baal. Whence this Thunderclap g? 7 

5 They ve blown us up with Wild fire in the r 3 
And look how the bald Fryers in Ruſſet Gos RE = |; 

- Croak like old Vultures, how the flutt' ring 77 wits, 

=. In black and white, chatter about rhe Hear ns! 

= Capuchint, Monks, with the whole Tribe of N. a 

„ Then let me burſt y ſpleen! Lock ho the Taſſels, r 

Caps, Hats and Cardinals Coats, and Cowls and Hoods, 7 of . 

Are toſt about the ot the ſport of winds—— 

B der A Pardons, Bulls, fee yonder? © | 1 

TE fly—— they're whiz''d loft They f, 

he the backſide o'th* World 1 

E n large, * face cul he Funke 
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Has waſted py 
The Taper IE; and cas his laſt Te . =" 
——AB 5 oy "Ha! ! Breath I don 7 relare thou ly ſt: ay alto. +." —_ 
| Beats with a conſtant Fire and Tprizely Motion £ e 

The Strings of my tough Heart 28 as e FTF 
_ No-—1 will live; in ſpight of Fate I live 
To be the Scourge of Rome - PII e 
New Miſchiefs, and create new wicked = 
Io pony ard Heretick Princes that refuſe - 
3 lay their Necks beneath the holy Slipper, | 

Murder ſucceſſively tg Kings of France ; + 
- Brittain attempt, though her moſt | wachful 11 Age 
Saves the lov'd Monarch of that ha 
And turns upon our ſelves the eus e en 
That ſinks me to the Earth: yet ſtill We'll 
Ard hatch new Deeds of darkneſs: G Hell, 3nd 48 
Wt 4 * © ſince the 44 Head himſelf 

ill back my Plots, joyn me in blood — 
And after give me Bond for my Salvation: LF 
J ſwear Tal have 1 . — may, dir, you tall . 
Or I will thunder to your Holinefs: | 
But hark he whiſpers, what a little r * 
With all my heart: thus Devils buy Souls tor tah— 
Il ſee your itching Palm for Abſolution, OP 
Gold for my Pardon, hey——'tis ſeat and en! „„ EY PAS 
And for a Ducat thus I purchaſe Heaven Dies. . 

Mach. The mighty Soul there forc'd het furious paſlage, . 
And plunges now in deep —_— 3 
I fee, my es, He to guard me, 

1 


And I ſubmit to ffrict Ex ion: „ 
2 you to be acquitted nag nat MT Ferns 2 
Let this I muſt avow before you u j. 
Though you ſhould caſt me ic the Inquifition, 
Skill'd as I am in all the Affairs of Earth; - 
Known both to Fopes and Kings, and often dee 
Wich Cabinet Councils of ial Heads; . 
I bere reſolve on this, fs end Hi Judgment, N ee 515 wy 
No Power is ſaſ, flor no Religion good | 
Whole ns of cr as lai in in od 
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EL 5 Now: boy you! » Vis Tuleery hh pre 
Es Aude them roar out, this Play would give er 


VV Had be itbe Pope SEftgies meant * 
es And kept jor ſport bis Aſhes in 9 * 
1 * + Reliques Ry Perſorm at hne » 1 
Hut fall thoſe Aliracles then dum Rome: e wy, 
.- Mere could not have been ſaid; nor more deen d: 9 
3 thir Play about Ide Court and Jun; + WE: 
© Net if be bad ſhown their*Philters,; Charm: ond R gs Wyo 
"Xe e up Pope Jone fo N S 
ber Breeches ſenreſd upon ib Si. N 
Fig, then be brings a ue rde Soc l, 8 
And makes a Preiſt both Teacher and Buffdon: e 7, ik 
441 was np Fool; "vet over mode a Fan en; >. I Hs 
- But duineſs quite emtail'd "upon the Lay e 
Or was it ever heard in Rome before, e TY Y 


* 
n 


4 for wat done 119 Hundred Nw 4 3, 75 vr tg 7 Pl 7 
1 only points. their ways of murdering 


* you muſt damn, ſpare the” Prftoriars Pin, 


. damn thoſe Roguzrs that all em or . 5 fg ers * 29h. 
But Dominicks, Ffahciſcans, Hermits, S 


#- _* Shall breed no mort a Race 
3 5 illaint, who for Religions Epe, 


. 2 4 Comes here diſeuis'd in ev ry man Meth," 18 
* A And fit in Stalls to fpy upon the Nations. 72 8 
P., © OtdEmiſſaries ſhall their Irade forboury” 5 
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